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Every time a poem is written, 
every time a short story is 
written, it is written with 
cunning, but by belief. The 
beauty, t he something, the 
little charm of the thing to 
· be, is more felt than known. 
-Robert Frost 
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When I was very young in the world, idling about in 
the age of nine or ten, I wrote my first novel. It wae 
somewhat inexpert in its language and development, as 
perhaps you can imagine. Crudities of style notwith-
standing, it was "published" in a single, hand-lettered 
edition, unfortunately limited to one copy. The one copy 
was a mustard-colored, blue-lined rhymer. 
This first novel was titled The Lilac Hour, but just 
why, I'm not at all too sure. It was a ghostly tale of 
a beautiful lady sentenced to die in her shattering grey 
mansion at an early age. Technically, I suppose, The Lilac 
~was in direct line with the Gothic novel. It bore a 
decided resemblance to Mr. E. A. Poe's slightly more 
distinguished story, The Fall of the House of Usher, 
though, at nine or ten, I had not yet reached the 
mysteries of those "dull, dark, and soundless days in the 
autumn of the year." 
Aside from its unlearned echoes, The Lilac Hour so 
intensified my old fourth grade teacher that ahe had me 
i 
read it to the class as part of the regular Friday afternoon 
Variety Show. 
This Variety Show was a miniature talent hour, 
instituted, as I later found out, so that all grades 
(one through six) could be ntertained in a single 
room while all the teachers but one dropped down t o 
their sitting-room for a late afternoon cup of tea. 
The Show was performed by a great deal of juvenile zest 
between the hours of two p.m. and dismissal. I had always 
been a mute spectator; yet, for all my diffidence, the 
little lights of ostentation glimmered, somewhat sadly, 
from within: I couldn't sing, I didn't dance, and I 
hated the poetic recitations which usually began with 
11 I see the Flag." Perhaps that lovely, nameless, and 
all but forgotten old teacher saw one of the lights; 
perhaps she knew. She was the first person to see and 
touch the secrets of my imggination. She was my first 
reader, and not content with that she saw fit to share 
h r discovery with the world. {The world was somewhat 
narrow, I realize, since it circled only the minds and 
interests of grades one through six.) It was she who 
taught me what it was to write and then to have a r ad r; 
it was she who gave the purpose to the incipient wish of 
expression. I owe her much. 
From that early da.y when I first understood what it 
was to be read by others to this day and the completion 
ii. 
iii. 
of these six stories for the Master's Degree En Oreativ 
Writing the desire to create, to shape patterns into stories 
and characters into people, has not altered. I beli ve I 
have learned much along the way. I have profited greatly 
in the writing of these stories. 
Esthetically, I cannot honestly now state that I hav 
developed a creative code or adopted an artistic position. 
These stories are an expression to\\'ard an end; they xhibit 
a personal belief in a workable talent. 
Each story in this collection has lived somewhere in 
my experience or observation. I have written- and rewritten 
them- to the best of my ability. I hope that some day they 
will be read. 
I would like to thank Professor Gerald Warner Brace for 
his enthusiasm and creative rapport. I would like to thank 
Miss Alice Johnson for the long hours she spent with me on 
the collection and for her direction on the revision of 
the stories. 
• Lower than the Angels 
The day of the Harvard-Yale game when Ernest Titcomb 
first accepted the peculiar enchantment of Aniela Sliz~ 
as she sat drinking !in from her own tin thermos, alone, 
and coddled in a khaki army blanket, he had been overcome 
by his own deception. In retrospect now, standing before 
the looking glass on the back of their bedroom door as he 
inspected his Schiaparelli tie and the Brooks Brothers 
suit he had charged for his weddin' but still hadn't paid 
for, it seemed to Ernest that he loTed and married Aniela 
all on that one day in the cold autumn of the afternoon. 
Married four months, Ernest and Aniela lived only for 
each other. Orowded in among immicrants and students, 
they had a fourth floor flat on the decaying side of Beacon 
Hill. They came to this curious Bohemia when Ernest's 
father, in opposition to the marriage, dietnherited hie son. 
For Aniela, who had faced life without family wealth or 
background, it was a return; she had grown up in such a 
neighborhood as this; she knew well the cheap, ~ey 
tenements where the rents were low and there were no sinks 
in the bathrooms; she knew, too, the harsh cries of 
1. 
poverty, and the harsh tasp of old people shouting out 
their windows on a summer's evening; alone and unwatched, 
she had danced her empty, childish days in such streets 
as these. Though her talents were small, Aniela Sliz~ 
had ambition. After St. Joseph's high school she went 
into decorating and did well enough as a free lance artist 
to separate herself from the quarter of her childhood. 
Through all the years she had one desire: to marry wealth. 
When Eznest was in his second year at Harvard Law, she 
fell in love with him and led him with swift, feminine 
cunning into marriage. At firat, the world outside their 
love did not exist, but Aniela was forced to meet its 
2. 
terms when Ernest's father unexpectedly cut him oft. She 
agreed to work so Ernest could finish his studies. The 
false bravery of early love hid her disappointment. She 
worked and secretly wished that she might be accepted; 
though she had drawn Ernest away from his friends, she 
wanted de~erately to be a part of his set. Her opportunity 
came with the invitation to Andrew Oodman's party. 
"I wish, I wish, I wish Ernest I had a dress! A soft 
winter-white dress with ••• with golden snow flakes 
all~broidered," she said. She stood before the mirror 
in her slip. "Only ••• only I guess I' m too damned 
practical. I know we can't afford it, damn it!" 
"I'm sorry, Aniela, maybe we could -" 
"Sorry ? What's there to be sorry about ? Sorrow 
won't pay the bills," she said with irritation. "Will 
you leave me alone so I can get ready ? You're dressed. 
May I have the same opportunity ? It's getting late." 
She began to rouge her lips with a pink tube. 
"Honey, do you think we should oab over ? 11 
11 No." 
11 I think we'd better." 
"It 1 s too expensi ve. 11 
u Subway's expensive too. 11 
"Will you please let me get ready ? 11 
"I think we'd better take it, the cab, I mean. It'll 
only be a couple of dollars." 
11 That 1 a too much. 11 
11 Ko it's not. This is a ,;ala affair, a Codman cocktail 
party. Only the canaille would take the subway. 11 
"Please, Ernest, let me finish!" 
"Just tell me ••• shall I go out and get m'lady a 
Checker Chariot ?" 
3. 
"Look," she said in exasperation, "I'm ~ot the prettiest 
creature on the ~:aoe of God' a earth! I'd like to do what 
I oan with what little I've got! If you're ~ing to sit 
around here and shout at me - 11 
\ 
"Shout ? I didn't shout. I asked you in a perfectly 
modulated, perfectly civil voice if - " 
"Will you please shut up and let me get dressed. ?" 
"Okay, okay, but what the hell you «etting so worked 
up about ? 11 He sat on the edge of the bed. in silence, 
lit a cigarette, and watched the cosmetic alchemy in male 
fascination. 
4. 
11 What•re you looking at ? 11 Aniela said. suddenly. nyou•re 
driving me crazy sitting there!" 
"Excuse me! ' I 1m afraid I can •·t answer you. I waa 
unequivocally told to shut up." 
Aniela stepped into a sand wool dress, buttoned it, and 
examined face and figure in the mirror. From the top drawer 
of the bureau she took out a white ball of tissue paper and 
carefully unwrapped it. She unstrung the price tag and 
clipped the ~een felt rose to the collar of her dress. 
''How many will there be, Ernest ?11 
"How many what ? " 
"How many at the party. 11 
"Drinks or people ? 11 
"People, of course.• 
"Forty, fifty, somewhere around there." 
"Really? That•s a lot. Are any of them Catholics?" 
"What• s that got to do with it ? 11 
"I wanted to know if I shared ••• that is, if anyone 
had the same reliiion as I do." 
"What in hell for ?" 
"It makes me feel I know them better ••• if they're 
Catholics, I mean." 
"Holy God, Aniela, that's ridiculous!" 
"Will taere be any ?" 
" I don' t know. " 
"You maan to tell me you don't even think there'll be 
~ Catholic there 111 
11 I don' t know. Lydia Bottomley is, I imagine, and 
she'll be at Andrew's if anyone is." 
"Lydia Bottomley ? Who's she ?11 
5. 
"Well, you see, she's the daughter of this Roman Catholic 
bishop and this Sybaritic nun who-" 
noon't be impious! Can't you ever answer me seriously ? 
Is Lydia Bottomley the only one ?" 
"How in God's name should I know! This isn't a party 
for the Pope." 
11 But they're all your friends. Don't you even know if 
any of them go to church ? 1 
"It doasn•t make any difference to me." 
nIt should, 11 she said, slipping her feet into a pair o·f 
shoes. 
11 And w by should 1 t , may I ask ? 11 
n Because of the devil." 
"What about the devil ? 
"More than likely he is. 
You think he • s a Protestant ? 11 
Ernest, I really think you 
should know what your friends are. 11 
"I • d raither know what they• re not,. 11 
"What's Andrew's place like ? 11 
11 It's large." 
"Yes • • • what else ? 11 
"Just la.r!E'." 
6. 
"How can you describe someone's place as 'just large.' 
It mnat be something else for goodness sake," ehe said with 
asperity. 
"Okay, okay, lar!e and plush. It 1 s lovely, lar~, and 
plush. 11 
"Did he earn all his money ? " 
"Earn it ? Don't be naive! He didn't earn a. sou. 
Andrew'll never earn a sou. Hie mother was related to 
the Rookefellera and he inherited it all from her." 
"Really ? Will they be there ?" 
11 Who ? 11 
"The Rookefellers." 
"That' a another generation." 
"What're they going to think of me, Ernest ?" she asked, 
eying herself in the mirror. 
"They'll love you, of course," Ernest said as he rose 
and went into the living room. 
7. 
Near to Ernest, close to his constant affirmations, 
Aniela felt no threat, but she wondered about the 
frighteni~ little lack of poise which sometimes overtook 
her. She followed him into the living room. He was sitting 
on the low studio couch which she had made from a discarded 
door. 
"How do I look ?" Aniela asked, posturing before him. 
"Like an angel, a glo ing , incandescent, little angel!" 
•no I really look a1ll ·right'? I mean, the dress and 
everything 711 she said, feeling the rose petals with her 
fingers. 
"Could I make a small suggestion ?" 
"Why • • • yes • • • anything wrong ?" 
11 Could you take the rose off the dress ? I mean, it 
seems to choke you kind of way up by your neck and all." 
"You don't like it ?" 
"No, no, I like it fine, honey, only you looked choked 
up.u 
"How oauld I look choked up? It's on the oollar." 
"It's too ••• too ••• " 
1 Too what 7 You don't like it, do you ? You really 
don't like it at all! 11 she said excitedly. 
"It's not smart, honey. It's kind of Kresge-like." 
u.!.h!!l ? It is not, it is not! Oh, shut up. What do 
you know about it ? 11 
"I'm sorry, honey, but you asked me." 
11 I didn't have enough money to buy a new dress," she 
said bitterly. 
"Oh, honey, that's not fair. I told you I was sorry." 
"Fair ? What do you know about being fair ? You and 
all your millions you haven't even got! How can you tell 
me I'm not fair ?" 
"Honey, don't let's have a fight. It's ~etting late. 
We'd better go to the party." 
"You can keep your snobby old party! I don't want it 1 
I'm not going!" Savagely, she ripped the ~een felt rose 
from her collar and threw it at him. 
Before she could turn away he stood up and held her by 
the shoulders. 
"Aniela, look, I'm sorry. It's all my faul~, honey, 
I'm sorry. What the hell do I know about flowers anyway ?" 
He stooped and picked up the rose. "Here, let me pin it 
on. I love you, Aniela, I love you.• His fingers fumbled 
with the tiny clasp on the stem of the rose. "I'm sorry, 
forgive me ? 11 
"Some day, some day you'll take me seriously," Aniela 
said, turning away. 
B. 
9. 
"Will we go now ? It•s getting late." 
"Yes, I should go shouldn't I ? It will be an education 
for me to see all those lovely people. Perhaps I can learn 
something about artificial flowers, whether they come from 
the Five-and-Ten or Bonwit Teller 1 s1" 
"I said I was sorry, honey. 11 
She crossed into the ki to hen. 11 I'm going to take the 
meat in f:mm the window box," she said. 
"Tomor:m w• s dinner ?" 
"Yes," she said, opening the window. 
Set on the fire escape was a small wooden box, covered 
in oilcloth, which took the place of a refrimerator. Aniela 
leaned through the open window and met the questioning stare 
of a silken Persian oat who frequently wandered over from 
the next tuildin' to investigate the food box. The oat 
crouched and backed away. 
"Damn you," Aniela whispered. 
The oat, fearful, moved closer to the iron railing, 
eying Aniela with growing mistrust. Aniela leaned out, 
but the cat was just beyond reach. 
"Here kitty," she said softly. "Nice, pretty kitty. 
Here kitty, kitty ••• 11 
Olaws hidden, the cat raised its paw to strike, but 
quickly, strongly Aniela grabbed it by the throat. She 
held the oat•s head in her two hands, the soft cotton body 
wriggling beneath. Then she lifted it over the railing 
and flung it out into space. 
Her heart thumped; perspiration ran down her back. She 
held her breath and listened for the sound of the eat's 
body as it hit the pavement. 
"Aniela, what're you doing ?" Ernest said, coming up 
behind her. 
Quickly, she opened the food bOll. and drew out the meat. 
1 The meat's frozen ••• " 
"Since when do we have to thaw Sunday's dinner at eight 
o'clock Saturday evening?" 
She placed the packa~ on the table. 
"I told you before," she said. 
"Told me what ? 11 
10. 
"My mother and father are coming." She leaned out the 
window again although she had already found what she wante·d. 
11 Coming ? Tomorrow ? 11 The nasty thought of his first 
meeting with the Slizr;as crossed Ernest's mind. "You never 
told me." Ernest found it impossible to forget their 
determined resentment because he was neither Po~ish nor a 
..._ Catholic. ,, 
"I told you," she said, her voioe giving the lie. "There'll 
be Momma and Poppa, Helcia, Wzadiu, and the Malkos." 
"What!" 
Aniela closed the window. 
11 We ha~n•t seen them since the wedding," he said. 
11 I know. They're coming tomorrow." 
"How many did you say ? 11 
She faced him nervously. 
"Six. I hope you don't mind," she added sharply. 
"I love you, I guess, more than I mind. 11 
"I think we 1 d better go, if we're going." 
"Six Polaoks on a Sunday afternoon! My God!" 
"I told you ••• I told you never to use that word!" 
she said fiercely. 
"What word? Polacks ? It's what they are though, 
ian' t it ? 11 
"I told you never to call them that!" 
"Hey, hey, hey, what's the trouble ? I'm only kidding 
with· you, honey. What's all the fuss ? 11 
"Why can't they come on a Sunday afternoon ?" 
"I just wondered what in hell we'd feed them. Maybe 
we could steal some canapes a.nd cocktail onions from 
Codman! 11 
11 I ' ve planned it • 11 
"Pla.nnetl what ? 11 
"I 've ~anned a meal. 11 
11 Aniela you can't cook! It's not your fault. How 
can you be a cook when you have to work all day ? 11 
"I can cook golabki," ahe said absolutely. 
11. 
11 Ggg- what ? 11 
"It's Polish and economical and that's what we're 
having! 11 
"A Sunday golabki! My God, won't they mind, Aniela ? 11 
•Mind ? Why should they mind ? Polish people like 
t he.1r own food. " 
"Golabki," Erne at murmured. 
"Don't be so damned sure you won 1 t like it!" 
"Where did you learn ?" 
"My mother taught me. 11 
11 But ••• but what's in it?'' 
"It won't kill you." 
"But what is it ? 11 
"A baked cabbage roll." 
"You have to bake it ? How long do you have to bake 
it ? 11 
"I'm going to bake it when we get home tonight. I'll 
set the clock and it can cook for two hours while we're 
sleeping." 
"Do you realize what time we're likely to get in ?" 
12. 
"I don't care. We can leave a little early. My family 
would never forgive me if I didn't have Polish food the 
first time they came to visit. We've been through enough 
with them, Ernest." 
"Darling - 11 
"Promise me one small thing, will you ?" 
"Anything you say • 11 
"Don • t get raging drunk. We can • t afford a taxi. " 
"I love you." 
"Ernest, I'm serious." She went to the bedroom and 
unhooked her coat from the closet. "And we'll leave 
reasonably early, promise ? 11 
"If you want." 
13. 
11 I do, 11 she said, adjusting the rose under the coat 
collar and fingering the gold-plated crucifix which dangled 
below the petal of the flower. 
"Would you mind if I told people about the ~la.bki ?" 
"If you say anything more like that to me I'm staying 
home." 
"Oome on, come on," he said laughingly. 
They stepped into the hallway and shut the door. 
Carefully, they edged their way along the wall to the 
street. They crossed Charles River on the subway and 
arrived at Andrew Codman's riverside apartment in half an 
hour. 
Ernest touched the bell in the panelled foyer. 
"Waitl" Aniela said desperately, dropping her gloves 
into the Paul Revere bowl on the sideboard. She faoed the 
mirror, traced her fingers across her lips, and smiled 
hypocritically at herself in the glass. Unseen by Ernest
1 
she unclipped the green felt rose from her dress and 
dropped it in the bowl. "Am I all: ~. righ'li? Do I look< 
all right 1 ? 11 
The door swung slowly open. Andrew Oodman met them 
carrying a large, egg-shaped brandy snifter. 
"Where•ve you been keeping her, Titcomb ? Aniela, 
I'm overwhelmed to meet you." His handsome features 
were perf«etly controlled and unrevealin~ as he spoke. 
14. 
He was tall, prematurely grey at the temples, and very 
distinguished-looking, Aniela thought; somewhat like her 
Ernest only ••• only there was an equivocal difference. 
How niaely he says my name, Aniela thought. 
"We've been awfully busy," she said then, clutching 
the gold cross. 
"I bet the devil you have£ 11 Andrew Oodman laughed 
softly, subtilely, winking at Ernest as if there were a 
deeper knowled~ for the two of them in his laugh. "How 
long's it been since you two were married?" 
"Four months," Ernest said, grinning. 
"Four months to the day ?11 
"Ernest probably doesn't realize it," Aniela said, 
"but tomorrow' e our anniversary.'' 
A Negro butler appeared behind them. He came up so 
closely and silently to take their coats that Aniela was 
startled. She looked around and ~ave a nervous little, "Oh!" 
15. 
Andrew Oodman raised the brandy snifter to his lips. 
After Ernest and Aniela had taken off their ooats, he said, 
"If tomorrow's the anniversary, then toni!ht's the night 
to celebrate ••• unless, of course, either one of you 
is superstitious about such a presumption ?" 
Aniela feigned a lau1h; Ernest smiled and said nothing. 
Andrew Oodman took Aniela's arm and led her, Ernest 
followinc, into the lar~ livin~ room whioh faced out on 
the river. 
The room was gracious and elegant, a room of conscious 
heritace and wealth. 
Easily sixty people, Aniela thou!ht. They all seemed to 
turn at onoe like expectant puppets when she entered. 
"Mr. and Mrs. Ernest Titcomb," Andrew Oodman announced. 
"Everyone knows Ernest. This is his wife, Aniela." 
She smiled archly, sweeping her eyes across the full 
lencth of the room. A blonde girl in an orance silk dress 
waved a jewelled oi&arette holder; a man in a tartan 
waistcoat and blaok suit bent politely towards them from 
afar. Ernest shook hands and Aniela murmured "How-do-you-do, 
How-do-you-do" until its repetition was stale on her tongue. 
They sat on an awkward settee wbioh was shaped like an 
01ater shell. Andrew Oodman brou~ht them cocktails and 
canapes on a lar~ silver platter. 
"I've wanted to meet you," he said, drawin~ up a chair, 
"ever since I first heard you compared with Pola Ne~i." 
Aniela looked throu!h her drink at the elaborately 
patterned Persian rug. Andrew Oodman'a grey eyes seemed 
the look right throu!h her. 
16. 
1 She 1 s not a bit like Pola Negri," Ernest said. "Where 
did you get that one ? 11 
"I think she is, Ernest. The faoe, the fiture, perhaps 
even the temperament • • • " 
Did his voice mook ? What could she say ? 
She fin,ered the tiny !Old oross and looked up, taoinc 
Andrew Oodman unblinkingly. Then she raised her ~lance 
beyond his head, beyond the multi-paned window and the 
antique 10ld draperies, out to the 18ng cold dark wavering 
strip of river that adced the highway. 
Ernest stood up and nodded to someone who beckoned from 
the other side of the room. 
"Get to know her, Andrew," he said, 11 she 1 s an angel:. 11 
He smiled and was gone. 
"I understand you do some decorating," Andrew Codman 
said, moving into Ernest • a seat. 
"Yes," she answered coolly, peering into his eyes, then 
quickly off acain beyond the window panes and the carefully-
kept dimensions of the room. 
"On your own ?" 
.' 
"Free lance, yes. There's muoh more money in it that 
way." 
"Really. Didn't know that. Never realized it, come to 
think of it." He sniffed into his bulbous r;lass. "How 
muoh ?" 
"It depends." 
"Depends on what ?" 
17. 
"The artist, the decorator. Flair, integrity, inspiration, 
courage ••• call it what you like." 
"Why sure, that's to be expected. It's like everything 
else." · 
11 No it 1 s not like everything else," she said becoming 
defensive. 
"Most things require courar;e." 
11 You said everythinc." 
'!All ::.~i·g}Jt then, everythin~. Life and death for a larr;er 
instance . Think of the possibilities you have with coura~, 
let's say, and imagination. Life can become adventurous, 
violent, dark, destructive ••• if you have courage, the 
will for impui.aion." 
Aniela sat silent. 
"I take it you do modern design,• he said then. 
"Yes." 
"Strictly ? 11 
•How do you mean ?" 
"To the exclusion of ••• well, to the exclusion of 
the past, the antique ?" 
"Mostly, I guess." 
18. 
"That's too bad. I feel that decorators nowadays should 
have some insight into our heritage. What do top-fli~hters 
get in decorating ? What do you ~t for instance ? 11 
The truthful answer to: .his question lost itself in the 
pattern of what she was trying to do. 
"Three hundred and fifty," she said blandly, sipping her 
oocktail. 
"A week ?" 
"Yes." 
"My God, you are a valuable woman1 11 
She knew then that she had broken through. She wished 
Ernest were near. She wanted to reaoh out and touch him. 
She sat back against the hard ribbing of the settee. 
Andrew Oodman asked her to dance. He spoke her name ao 
softly that it seemed like an endearment and then he turned 
her into the moving circle of couples and the music carried 
them away. 
"Oome over and meet Lydia Bottomley," he said when the 
music ended. "She's probably a bit tight, but she's a ~ea.t 
gal. She's an old friend of Ernie's." He led her to the 
mahogany bar at the end of the room. 
Behind the bar a beautiful, dark-haired girl, in a 
deeply-slashed taffeta dress, was mixing drinks, a white 
apron around her waist and hips. She was shaking a. 
cocktail mixer, swin~ng her hips and ogling her dark 
olive eyes. The first thin~ Aniela saw was the green 
19. 
felt rose. It was pinned in the deep deoollet' of Lydia's 
dress. 
"Andrew, darlin!," Lydia said as they sat down, "would 
you care for a drink ?• She set the shaker down and leaned 
her white elbows on the bar and bent forward, her carefully-
moulded breasts rollinc half-revealed. "Or do you care for 
something else,• she said provocatively. Her voice was 
soft and languid, precisely affected in its precise 
enunciation. She picked up the shaker and held it above 
her head, clinking the ice rhythmically, undulating her 
body from side to side. She set the shaker down, uncapped 
it and poured herself a drink. "Darlinr;s, i! you' 11 just 
c1ve me a shot of cocaine after this one, I'll be all set," 
she said and downed the contents of her glass. She looked 
over at Aniela, acknowledging her presence for the first 
time, and said, "Why hello! Who are you, dear child ?" 
Aniela smiled weakly, her fin«ers searching at her 
throat for the gold-plated crucifix. 
"This is Ernest's wife, Lydia," Andrew Oodman said as 
th~ugh making an explanation. •say Aniela could we call 
20. 
you Nellie ?" 
"Ernest's wife ? You were the one who went to a convent ?" 
Lydia said, balf-questionin~ly. 
"Convent ? 11 Aniela asked, •what convent ?" 
•But didn 1 t you go to a convent ? I'd heard that you 
had. 1 
"No." 
"I thought you went to a Catholic finishing school ?" 
"No." 
"Where did you go ?" 
-
Before she could lie, something inside her said, "I went 
to a parochial school. st. Joseph's." 
"Oh, that's where the story started. I thought probably 
you were at St. Mary's of the Hills. I went to St. Mary's 
of the Hills. I wanted to compare notes on it. What a. 
bitch factory that was! Sweet Jesus, the things that went 
on!" Lydia. Bottomley poured herself another drink and 
gulped it down. "You're Ernest's wife,• she said. She 
leaned across the bar top as thou«h she were about to 
confide a long hidden secret. 1niela could have touched 
the green felt rose. "Sweet pet, we have a lot in oommon!ll 
"Yes ? 1 Aniela said uncertainly. 
"Ernest and I used to go together •••. that is, until 
his pater cut him off." 
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"Oh • • • II 
11 Hasn 1t he ever told you ? No, I ~U•ss he wouldn't. 
Heavens yes, pet, we went with each other so long it seemed 
as though one of us should be canonized or something. we 
were always so pure ••• pure as the driven slush." She 
stood straight, placing her hands on her hips and peering 
inQuisitively into her own bosom. She loosened her black 
shoulder straps to expose an inch more of her swellin~ 
breasts. "I bet you two have a lot of fun in bed," she 
said, looking up. 
"We have a lot of laur;hs," Aniela said innocently, 
wishing desperately she knew what to say to shut her up. 
"Laughs, did you say, pet ? Sweet Jesus, Bt. Joseph • s 
must have been a convent!" 
"No." 
"You know, I've always wondered if nuns wear brassieres 
and panties. Or are they all shrouded in bed linen top to 
stem ? What did they wear at your convent ?" 
Andrew Oodman was laughing Quietly at her side. 
"It wasn't a convent." 
"You know, I tried to find out once ••• about nuns 
wearing panties, I mean. I gave a pair of black lace 
panties to a Sister I had. Sister Veronica Suffering, or 
some such. Anyway, the panties had white butterflies 
stitched all along the edge. She kept them. She never 
said a word. I've had the feeling ever since that she 
thought the butterflies were actually a series of Holy 
Ghosts, but how she rationalized the sequins I'll never 
know!" 
Andrew Cod.man laughed outright. 
"Tell me, dear, how's my Ernest ? As wonderfully 
lethargic as ever ? You know, the impression he gives 
of~ great indefinable leisure. It's too bad he 
doesn't have the money to make his ennui fashionable." 
Under Lydia Bottomley's sarcasm and the gelid stare 
of her black eyes, Aniela felt defenseless. She knew now 
that her sand wool dress was too severe. It needed the 
color of the green rose. 
"He has the money," Andrew Codman said. "His wife 
supports him, Lydia, and from what she tells me, she 
does it fabulously well." 
"How ecstatically gauche t 11 Lydia exclaimed. 
11 It's a sense of accomplishment," Aniela said slowly, 
•for the two of us." 
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Ernest oame up behind her, circling her waist with his 
arms, resting his head on her shoulder. He smelled heavily 
of liquor. 




"Your what ?" 
"My Polish golabki, 11 he said, stroking the back of 
Aniela's head, unsettling the curls. He looked up and 
saw Lydia Bottomley smiling at him. "Well, hullo, you 
old sweet bitch! How the hell've you been? Say you 
look greatl Hey, Andy, she looks great, doesn't she ? 
The same gorgeous creature, the sine Qua non of feminine 
beauty! 11 Ernest leaned across the bar and placed his 
hands on her bare shoulders. "I'd like to pluck that 
little flower blooming down there," he said in a hushed, 
almost passionate voice. 
"It's a jaundice flower," Lydia said. 
Aniela tried to smile, but rage and humiliation welled 
inside her. 
"I'd like to smell it, then. I usually don't like fake 
flowers. They're like falsies for Christ's sake, but that 
one's you, Lydia, that full blowni green rose, waiting to 
be plucked." He kissed her full on the lips. He stepped 
back and looked down at Aniela. 
"Lydia," he said indulgently, "this little girl's got 
more understanding than • • • than an oracle or something 
for Christ's sake." With his lips faintly tinted with 
Lydia"Ev- lipstick, he kissed Aniela • 
Lydia unstrung the apron and slid out from behind the 
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bar. "I've so enjoyed ·meeting you again and chatting with 
your wife, but if you'll excuse me I must be off to the 
toy-toy." 
Andrew Oodman followed her out of the room. 
"Ernest, take me home," Aniela said.. 
11 What ?" 
"I'm ~oing alone if you don't take me. 11 
11 We can't just waltz out ••• " . 
"I can and I will!" 
"You' 11 offend them, Aniela." 
A half-smoked oi~arette sent up a thin veil of smoke 
from the ash tray. Aniela picked up the cigarette and 
held it between her two fin1ers. 
"Suddenly I don't care any more, Ernest, I don't care 
if I offend them ••• or you or anyone. You told me you 
would come when I asked you. Will you ?" 
"Angel, we oan•t just ••• just leave." 
His hand lay on the bar top. 
"You won't take me, then, is that it ? 11 
"For Chri st 's sake, what's the matter now ? 11 
"Alll · rig~tErnest," she said. 
"They l ove you, honey, they all love you~ 11 
In a swift, deliberate movement Aniela leaned over and 
butted the smoldering tip of the cigarette into the back 
of his hand, crushing the fire and ashes into his skin; 
then, just as quiokly, she slipped off the stool and was 
gone. 
Andrew Oodman was waiting for her as she came into the 
foyer. 
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"Thank you, Mr. Oodman," she said, "for a lovely evening. 
I'm afraid I have to leave. Would you see that Ernest cets 
a taxi ? 11 
11 Are you leaving ? 11 
"I 1m awfully sorry. I 1m having guests in tomorrow. " 
"But must you tear away now ? 11 
"I 1m afraid I must. 11 
11 You•re not angry ?11 
"Angry ?" 
"The ••• the set's pretty fast." 
11 I 1m not at all dizzy, Mr. Cod.man." 
The butler held her coat. 
"Good. I hoped not. You will drop around again ?" 
"Yes, sometime," ahe said vaguely, slipping her arm 
through the coat sleeve. 
"May I call you a taxi ? J aokman, call Mrs. Ti t oomb 
a cab, please. 11 
"No, thank you, no. 11 
"I think you'd better. It is pretty late." 
"We 1 re not that far away," she said. "I'll catch a 
bus. 11 
"Why don't you wait till I get Ernie. He'll be angry 
as hell if he finds out I 1 ve let you go." 
'No, please. It 1 s all .right. Really it is. He wants 
to stay a bit more. He hasn't seen his friends in such 
a long while. I don't mind, really I don't." 
11 You t' re sure ? 11 
"Yea, 1 she said, turning to go. 
"Goodnight," Andrew Oodman said. 




"Nellie. You said I could, didn't you ?" He was smiling 
coldly, watching her fixedly, the same round glass cupped in 
his hand, his other hand in his trouser pocket. 
"Oh, did I ? Yes, yes, I guess so." · 
The door closed, heavy and silent behind her. The party 
was over. 
The night air crept up the sleeves of her coat and she 
hurried to the end of the street to the bus stop. She waited 
in the bleak ni,ht, the stare bright and tinsel perfect in 
the sky, the river edging along the oold frozen banks, 
wearing its way in and out to the sea. 
The bus took her into Harvard Station; from there the 
elevated shuttled out of the tube and crossed the river 
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to Charles Street. 
On Phillips Street she stepped into their dark entrance. 
She climbed the steps wearily, feeling her way along the 
wall. She wondered how long it would be until Ernest came 
after her; somehow, it didn't matter any more. 
Once in the flat she began to make the golabki immediately. 
She lighted the gas oven and set the indicator at three 
hundred degrees. At the sink she scooped out the heart 
of the cabbage and held the hollow mould under hot water 
until the lar~ leaves curled baok like a gigantic green 
flower opening to the sun. She then set the leaves outside 
on the food box to chill. 
The work absorbed her interest. 
It was a long while before she heard the oreak of a door 
. opening and the sound of someone beginning the long climb 
way down at the bottom of the stair well. She opened the 
hall door and pulled the light string. The bulb cast a 
harsh, naked light which diminished to numb darkness at 
the foot of their stairs. 
"Ernest ? 11 
"That • s right. 11 She heard the heavy sound of his breath 
as he climbed. "What the hell's gotten into you? My 
goddamn hand's afirel" 
"Be quiet," she said. "Do you know what time it is ?" 
"I don 1 t give a damn. what time it is! 11 
"For heaven's sake, be quiet! Other people live in 
this house!" 
11 That 1 s too godd.amn bad." 
He appeared at the end of their stairs, the white light 
shedding over his head. Aniela turned into the kitchen. 
"I came home, Aniela, aren't you glad ? 11 be said with 
heavy sarcasm. 
"I'm so glad I could scream, 11 she said quietly. She 
fingered with the oven indicator. 
"What did you want to do that for ?" he asked. "Why 
did you do that to me, Aniela ?11 
When she didn't answer he walked over to her and spun 
her around. His right hand was bandaged. He snapped her 
head back so she would be f orced to look at him. Her lip 
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quivered, and softly, tenderly he drew her to him. 
what is it ? What's wrong Aniela? I love you. 
you know I love you ? 11 
"Angel, 
Don't 
Still she said not a word. 
11 I 1m sorry, angel, I'm sorry, 11 he said. 
"You're sorry ? For what ?" she asked, pulling free. 
"I'm sorry you left alone. I should have come with you." 
"I couldn't have stood it another minute," she said 
irritably, "not one more second." 
"Couldn't have stood what ? 11 
"Your friends! Those damned horrid people!" 
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11 But honey they loved you! Everyone did. I heard them." 
"You heard them ? 11 
"Talking about you. Andrew thinks you're lovely. He was 
sure as hell put out when you left." 
11 I ' m sure • 11 , 
"Honey, what's the matter ? Why are you acting like this?" 
11 Li ke what ? 11 
11 So ••• so bitter. You're almost resentful." 
"Just let me alone, will you ? 11 
"Aniela, please, what is it ? 11 
''Nothing." 
II J\Iliela - II 
"Look Ernest, I'm trying to prepare the food for tomorrow. 
Will you kindly let me alone ? 11 
She sat at the table, unwrapped the meat, and began to 
stuff the cabbage leaves. 
"How long do we have to cook them ? 11 Ernest asked, putting 
his hand on her shoulder. 
11 Don 1 t! 11 she said, shrugging a19ay. "Two hours." 
"Will we do it tonight ? 11 
"You don't have to worry about a thin~," she said. 
"The alarm's set. I'll shut them off." 
"I'll do it, honey," be said, 11 or if you want I'll sit 
up all night and watch those goddamned Polish roaster a • 11 
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"You shut up!" she said fiercely. "Shut up and leave me 
alone! 11 
"Honey, for Christ's sake out it out!" 
"You're just like all of them," she said bitterly, 
quietly, as though she expected no one to hear. 
11 Is there a bottle around ? 11 
"You've had enough bottle." 
He walked into the living room and threw his coat on 
the oouch. 
"Don't we even have wine ?11 he shouted. 
The light from the kitchen played upon the rectangular 
portion of a French glass door which Abiela had been making 
into a. cocktail table. It stood, incomplete, on four long-
necked bottles. Carelessly, Ernest removed one of the bottles 
to examine its contents and the table fell lamely sideways, 
the glass windows shattering on the floor. 
Aniela stood in the doorway, her small body blocking out 
the light. 
"You've ~uined it," she said flatly. 
"Honey ••• I'm sorry. I didn't mean • • • honey, I 1m 
sorry. I'll buy you a new one. Half a glass door I'll say 
to the hardware man • • • 11 
"I used that old door because we didn't have the money, 
remember ? 11 
"I'll buy you a picture window like Andrew Cod.man•s. We 
can make it into the big~st goddamned cocktail table 
they've ever seen." 
"Never mind." 
11 Honey, honey, please. 11 
He came to her. 
11 Golabki, I love you," he said. 
"Let me alone!" 
He snatched at her and with his two hands he pinned 
her to the wall. "What the hell is it ? What the hell've 
I done that's so goddamned unforgivable ? What is it ? 
What is it ? 11 She bit her lips in pain. He held her in 
his grip and then relaxed her. He pressed his body into 
hers and tried to kiss her. "Honey, honey, honey, what, 
what, what ?" 
"Let me go!" She moved out from under him and ran 
into the bedroom. 
Ernest came slowly· after her. 
She stood by the wardrobe pulling a flimsy nightdress 
over her head, her body white and soft. He watched. her 
in silence and then he began undressing. 
Aniela blessed herself, lay down on the narrow bed, and 
huddled into the wall. 
"Golabki, I love you. Forgive me, for whatever I did, 11 
Ernest said. 
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He waited at the end of the bed, the Schiaparelli tie 
knotted around his neck. 
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"I'll get up when the alarm rings and turn off the oven. 
Don't worry about it, honey. Go to sleep," he said. 
"I'll take care of it!" she said sharply. 
He lay beside her, fitting his body to hers and kissing 
her on the back of her neck. She moved away from him. 
The harsh rasp of the alarm began at six. Ernest, on 
the outer edge of the bed, woke suddenly, reached over, 
and shut it off. He yawned and got slowly out of bed and 
walked dazedly into the kitchen. A seeping aromatic odor 
came from the oven. Dreamily , he was tempted to taste one 
of the secret golabki, but his mouth was rancid and dry 
wi tll last night ,,.s -:. U,quor. He flicked the oven dial to the 
right as far as it would go. He stumbled back to bed. 
An hour later a suffocating smoke choked lniela awake. 
The kitchen and the bedroom were clouded in swirling masses 
of smoke. 
"Ernest!" 
He lay covered in the blankets beside her. 
"Ernest! Ernest! The apartment's on fire! Ernest!'' 
She climbed over him and ran choking into the kitchen. 
"He didn't shut them off! He didn't shut them off! 11 
She flung up the kitchen window. When- she turned to 
the stove ehe saw that the dial was set as high as it could 
go. A charred and stinging odor of burnt meat stung her 
nostrils. 
Aniela waited for the smoke to pass out the window, out 
into the breaking morning light. Then she calmly dressed 
herself before the looking glass on the back of their 
bedroom door. Ernest dreamt on beside her. She adjusted 
the gold oross so it hung outside the collar of her dress. 
She foynd her Sunday missal and ran her fingers over the 
gilt-edge pages removing the week's dust. She closed and 
locked the kitchen windows. 
Aniela Slizga left the indicator at six hundred and 
fifty degrees. She stooped into the oven and without 
igniting the burner she turned on the gas, listening 
intently for the soft pop as the gas fed into the line of 
innumerable holes. She left the oven door ajar and stepped 
quietly into the hallway and began fingering her way down 
the steep flights to the street and the eight o'clock Mass. 
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A Sharp Axe, A Ripe Cherry Tree 
When Miss Meredith Higginson, lower grade teacher, sat 
before the young headmaster at Thaxter's School for Young Men, 
she felt momentarily at a loss. Long accustomed to her sense 
of importance before children, Miss Higginson found it difficult 
to deal ith adults who neither approved nor were frightened 
by her austerity which, indeed, was mostly pretense. Under 
the gelidity of her stare, and the sternness of her manner, 
she expected adults to react as children; though she had long 
ago found that they did not she could not relinquish the iron 
image of herself which she liked most to create. Adults 
easily perceived the falsity of her performance. When Mise 
Higginson recognized their perception, as she invariably did, 
her self assurance vanished. There was no blackboard to hich 
she could turn to hide her face, . as she often did when th 
children threatened to prove that her severity was a. sham 
and her discipline weak. Though she had come dangerously 
close, Miss Higginson never let the children milk her power; 
given moments at the blackboard to catch her breath, she 
could once again renew her performance; with older p~ople 




At this moment, in front of Mr. Hobie Forbes, whom she 
publioly d cried, despite her furtiv admiration for hue 
profile, she did not whsh to seem like a fool. With 
calculated criticism she stared at th thin spiral of smoe 
which circled from the ash tray on his desk. Her look, she 
hoped, was a crisp denunciation. She would like to have 
said that smoking had never been done, in the past, in 
Horace Thaxter's office. She would like to have said it, 
but .Miss Higginson did not have such courage. She would 
rather whisper about it aft rwards. The extent of her 
courage now was a false little cough which sh~ patted 
back into her throat with her hand. 
Calmly, Hobie Forbes fanned the smoke aside and butted 
his cigarette in the tray. Then, as though only for the . 
benefit of Miss Higginson, he carefully ordered all the 
papers on his desk. With each everlasting minut Mise 
Higginson's determination faltered; the iron image began 
to melt. Suddenly, she felt foolish and mean. 
"Just what '..:f the trouble ? 11 Hobie Forbes asked finally, 
an edge of exasperation in his voice. It was not so much 
a question, however, as a complaint of her presence. 
"It's hardly worth mentioning, 11 Miss Higginson began 
nervously, 11 hardly worth mentioning at all ••• 11 She 
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paus d in the hope that he might reassure her, but he s ttled 
into his chair and watched her silently. "Though that ' s not 
really true, " she said. "It is important when ••• when one 
perceives the motive behind it." 
"Motive behind what ? 11 
"Oh, I 1m so sorry! I haven't told you yet, have I ? How 
silly of me. 11 Miss Higginson smiled wanly. "George Webster 
has taken something which doesn't belong to him." 
"Something which doesn't belong to him ? 11 
11 He took a sum of money from my desk." 
11 You mean he stole it ? 11 
''Well, he took it. It had been placed on my desk this 
morning and it was gone when I oame back from luncheon." 
"Then he stole it. Isn't that it ? 11 
"Well, yes. Yes, he did take it. " 
11 How much was it, Mi sa Higginson ? 11 
"It was ••• it was - er - a five cent piece." 
11 0h, I see. A five cent piece." 
"You understand don't you," Mi s s Higginson asked quickly, 
feeling that Mr. Forbes was belittling her problem. "It' s 
the principle that 1 s important. I'm sure you see that 1ir. 
Forbes. I'm sure you see the importance of the principle 
involv d. Why ••• why if George Webster were to get off 
unnoticed with a thing like this there's no telling what he 
might do. The consequences of an act like his - 11 
11 Consequence a ? 11 
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ttThe Red Cross, I mean," Miss Higginson said with emphatic 
deliberation. 
"Red Cross ? 11 · 
"The money he took was for the Red Crose collection." 
Miss Meredith Higginson, teacher of children, wore rimless 
spectacles which perched on the rut of her nose; they were 
attached to a thin link chain on her dress which enabled her 
to squint them off without . fear of damage or loss. She would 
punctuate her remarks by twitching her eyes and thus loosening 
the spectacles so that they fell drama.tically against the hollo 
of her sunken bosom. 
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To those unfamiliar with the development of Miss Higginson's 
r marks, the falling spectacles caused considerable concern. 
Before he had come to dislike her, Hobie Forbes oft n put out 
his hand to catch the spectacles as they fell, but his honest 
intention was always met with a frigid stare of indignation 
from Miss Higginson. 
The spectacles dropped with a twitch from her ey s . 
Mr. Forbes folded his hands. 
"I've questioned him till I'm blue in the face," Mise 
Higginson said. "I'd like you to call him down her now before 
the two of us. 11 
"Now look Miss Higginson, this is a small matter. I think 
this is something you must handle yourself. The boy hasn't 
done so awfully much, now has he ? 11 
Indignation flared in Mise Higginson. She pressed her 
spectacles to her eyes. 
"I have told you what he's done," she said icily. She 
glared at Hobi Forbes as though be were the smallest of her 
students. 
"What is it you think he's taken ? Ten cents, is it ?" 
he a,sked. 
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"A five cent pi ce, Mr. Forbes, a. five cent piece b longing 
to Galen Hill and intended fro the American Red Cross. Anyone 
should be able to see that it's the principle that's important." 
Mr . Forbes faced her silently. 
11 Do you mean to say that you're not going to do anything 
about it 7" she said incredulously, her voice rising lik a 
whistl , the spectacles dropping down to her bosom. 
In a dream-like flash Miss Higginson saw herself as a 
renowned champion of equity, a leaping flame of justic 
circling her head like a coronet. On dainty, sparrow feet 
she would walk to the meeting of the trustees and rock the 
world! 
Hobie Forbes had taught history at Thaxter before he had 
gone off to war. He had returned to act as headmaster, and 
as he sat now with Miss Higginson he felt the obvious threat 
in her remarks. The older faculty considered him too young 
for his position and his leniency in dealing with the boys 
•· 
was often criticized. 
"Now, Miss Higginson," be said smiling, thinking to himself, 
'Why,you nasty old bitch, weren't you burned with th , witches 
in Salem ? ' "Miss Higginson, I was trying to think of another 
way to handle the situation. 11 
Adamant now, she said, 11 There 1! no other way." 
"You're quit sur he stole the money ?" 
"There is no doubt in my mind." 
"Have you bad trouble with him before ? 11 
"Before coming here he was discharged from Browne and 
Nichols." 
11 I asked if you had trouble with him ?" 
"He's usually responsible for classroom disturbances of 
one kind or another." 
11 Specifically ? 11 
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"I • • • I can 1 t go into details on his past delinquencie a, 
Mr. Forbes. I would simply like to see something done about 
this ••• the money he took. I won't let him get off with it!" 
"No, dear, I'm sure you won(t, 11 Hobie Forbes said quietly. 
"Okay, we'll send up for him. 11 He flicked th switch to the 
small speaker box set on the corner of his desk. A muffled 
noise of movement, scuffling feet, whispers, and finally a 
teacher's voic echoed through the mesh speaker. 
IIQeorge Webster. Kindly send him down here pleas 11 
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"Y s, Mr. Forbes," the voice in the box said. 
"It was five pennies you say, Miss Higginson," Robie Forbes 
said swivelling his chair. 
"Quite distinctly, I said a five cent piece. It was on my 
desk. Galen Hill put it there this morning for the Red Cross 
collection." 
"Excuse me, but wasn't the collection yesterday ? 11 
"It was. Galen forgot. I told him to speak to his father 
about making a donation. I held the collection open another 
day for his contributmon. 11 
"And he brought you a niokle • 11 
11 Ev ry bit counts. I don't dictate what dm family should 
giv , Mr . Forbes. Thetr consciences will take care of that. 
The five cent piece was on the edge of my blotter. It was 
gone when I came up from luncheon. 11 
Mr. Forbes spiralled half left, half right. 
"I had sent W bater out of the lunch room for misbehaving," 
Miss Higginson said. 
nwhat had he done ? 11 
"Deliberately, deliberately before my eyes upset a bowl of 
chowder on Barclay Fitch! 11 
"And was George in the classroom when you came up from 
lunch1 11 
1'Yes. 11 
"Where ? 11 
uwhere ? Do you mean where in the room ? 11 
"Yes." 
"He was drawing a picture at his desk." 
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"Did you examine the picture ? 11 :Mr. Forbes asked, twiddling 
a pencil to restrain laughter. 11 Clues, you know. It might 
have held some clue. 11 
Sensing ridicule, Miss Higginson adjusted her spectacles 
to h r ey s and examin d the headmaster closely. 
11 It held nothing," she said. "It was a picture of a ••• 
of a beach or something. Blue and green and he said it was 
a beach in Nassau when I asked him." 
11 No one else in the room ? 11 
11 No one." 
At a tap on the door, Hobie Forbes stood up, a lank, loose-
jointed man somewhat like a colossal statue of Abraham Lincoln 
in a Brooks Brothers suit. When children stood beneath him 
and looked up to his distended nostrils they saw a dark w b 
of wiry black hairs. 
Miss Higginson stiffened and did not acknowledge the small 
figure standing at the door. 
G or~ Wichenden Webster, fourth-grader, stood, momentarily 
suspicious, blocking the door so it wouldn 1 t close. Biting 
his bottom lip, he quizzically examined Miss Higginson who sat 
august and motionless. George was t mpted to wink at Mr . Forbes 
.. 
but he had the definite impression that Mr. Forbe s wasn 't in 
hie usual good humor. 
"Come in, George," be said sternly • 
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George swallowed, the nubbly-hard Adam's apple slipping 
almost to the open collar of his white shirt. With elaborate 
curiosity, he turned his back on Mr. Forbes and Miss Higginson 
and clos d the door. 
11 Wbere •s your tie?" Mr. Forbes asked. 
George clutched his throat and smiled uncertainly at Miss 
Higginson who steadfastly avoided his glance. He traced the 
direction of her eyes to the yellowing diplomas on the wall . 
11 Spup spilled on it," he said. 
"Your soup ? 11 
"Chowder, 11 Miss Higginson said softly but insistently, 11 cream 
chowder." 
"Yes sir, my chowder," George answered, trying with stiff 
fingers to button the round collar of his shirt. 
"Who told you to remove the tie, George ?11 
" She did, 11 he said pointing with ··his finger. 
"She!" Miss Higginson exclaimed in exaggerated horror, 
indicating both to George and Mr. Forbes that no one had ever 
been known at Thaxter simply as He or She. 
11 I mean you, Mrs. Higginson," Georg said. 
"I am a M.!.!! Higginson, Webster, a Ml!.!. Meredith Higginson," 
she said, examining her gnarled hands, fingering the thin blue 
... 
veins which disappeared into the sleeves of her dres s . 
"Okay, whatever, 11 George said. 
11 Don 1 t be insolent, young man! 11 she said snapping h r 
head around and facing him for the first time. "Youtve 
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been at this school long enough to learn proper appellations." 
11 Y s, mam, 11 George said vaguely. His fingers gave up 
trying to button the shirt and he stood , awkward and bereft, 
before the two superiors. He felt tricked by the cold 
demeanor of Mr. Forbes. 
Hobie Forb a sat at his d ak. 
"Miss Higginson came in here -this afternoon , George, 
with a rather serfous complaint about you. She reports 
that you have taken something which doesn't belong to you. 
Is that correct ? 11 
George traced the outline of a gigantic blue ros on the 
Oriental with the tip of his sho • 
"Sort of ••• 11 he said , not looking up. 
"How do you mean, sort of ? 11 
"Well, not from Mts. Higginson, I didn't." 
Miss Meredith Higginson pursed her lips and se med to 
grimac with every wrinkl on h r face. 
"From someone else ? 11 
III traded with Robert Reynolds." 
11 Tre.ded ? " 
• 
"He said Roy Rogers was never a real Indian and I said I 
could prov it and he said 'Go 'head' and he said if I did 
he'd trad his boy scout belt from my automatic p neil that 
writ s all diff 1 rent colors when you press the top down." 
As he spoke, his hand slipped stealthily over the khaki belt 
which circled hi s waist. 
44. 
Hobi Forb s saw the movem nt of the hand. 11 That the belt ?" 
h a sked quietly. 
Innocently, th hand slipped into a pocket. 11 Yes · sir. An 
it•s min , hon st it is. It was a square trade. You can 
prov it if you1 ll call Robert Reynolds in an - 11 
11 We di dn't call you down here, Webster," Miss Higginson 
said sharply, staring down at her hands in her lap , "to 
di scuss your recent acquisitions. We're not the 1 ast 
interested in what you have barter d with Robert Reynolds . 
What we want to krl.ow - and quickly - is what you've don with 
th fiv cent piece you took from my desk." 
"Aww .Mrs. Hi gginson, I told you I didn't." 
"You didn1 t '?' 11 Hobie Forbes asked. 
"No sir." 
Miss Higginson sat forward. 11 Isn 1 t that strange, G orge , 11 
she said. 11 How is it that it happen d to be gone when I 
returned from the lunch room ? 11 
"Could you have taken it for your lunch money ? 11 he said 
boldly. 
• 
Th sp ctacles popp d from her ey s with force. 
11 Did you hear that ? Did you h ar that, Mr. Forbes.? 
Do you se what this wicked child is trying to do? He' s 
trying to accuse m of taking that money from the Red Orossl" 
IIEasy, Miss Higginson, easy," Hobie Forbes said placidly. 
"Listen to me, George. You were sent up from th lunch room 
a.lone. Isn't that right ? 11 
''Yes sir." 
"And you were alone in the classroom ? 11 
"I'm not too sure, sir, but I think someone else was in 
there too." 
"Someone else ? 11 
11 Yes sir. Someone sent up early because he was sick or ·· 
som thing like that." 
11 No, George, that won't do. To my knowledg no one has 
b en dismissed arly today for any reason. " 
"Oh, 11 h said glumly, "-oh. 11 
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"Can't you see he ' s not telllng the truth ? 11 Miss Higginson 
shouted. "You don ' t have to be a judge for that. He ' s mad 
two braad implications in the past two minutes. He's not 
going to get away with it! 11 
11 Did you see the money, George ? 11 
11 I saw it when Galen put it on her desk." 
"Exactly wher on my desk ? 11 Miss Higginson asked. 
• 
• 
11 By th blotter ? 11 George said, a statement of half fact, 
half question • 
11 Yes, George, by the blotter. It seems to me, young man, 
that your eyesight is pretty ke n for someone who sits at 
the back of the room!" she said climactically. Her voice 
softened to a purr. "Why don't you own up, George ? T 11 
us you took the money ? 11 
"I didn't take it. 11 
Miss Higginson sat back. 
"I suggest you call his father, Mr. Forbes, immediately." 
"I thought we'd be able to avoid that Miss Higginson,'' 
Mr. Forbes said heavily, as though both teachers wer 
suddenly unaware of George's dim presence in the room. 
Mr. Forbes lifted the phone from the cradle. 
"No one 1 s home, 'cept the maid," George said, clasping 
./ 
the brass buckle of the scout belt. 
"Where are they ? 11 
"Nassau. 11 
"Nassau ? How long ? 11 
"Till next month." 
11 0h, I see. 11 
"Webster, do you realize what you've done ? 11 Miss .Higginson 
began. "Do you realize you've taken money from the Red Cross ? 




world ? I don't know, I just don't know how to impr sa it 
upon you - people caught in disasters, floods, wars, all 
that sort of thing. I've seen people suffer. Perhap s 
someday you'll know what it's like to be depriv d of food 
and shelter. Then maybe you'll turn to the Red Cross ••• 
and ••• and what if they can't help you becaus ••• 
b oaus some little boy has ••• has stolen their money ?" 
11 I didn't steal it." 
"I would not hav accused you, Georse Webster, unless I 
w r positively certain that you d~d take it! Now, where is 
it ? Where is the money ? I've had. quite enough of this 
nonsens ! Open out your pockets! Do you h ar ? Open out 
your pockets ! 11 
The boy drew back. He hesitated, then, moving slowly to 
Mr. Forbes• desk, he turned out the privacy of his pockets. 
He pulled out three pebbles, a dull-faced penny , an air mail 
stamp, an elastic band, a tattered voting list, a boy scout 
pin, a be tle shell and a whistle. 
"I s that all ?" Miss Higginson asked . 
"Yes • • • no, mam , 11 he said, drawing out a crumpled 
colored postcard . 
"Giv me that!" she said. 
"Honest, that 1 a all." George handed th oard to her . 
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Robie Forbes looked down at the assorted mound mn his desk. 
"You'v been told not to bring items like these to school, 
George," he said. 
11 Yes, sir, but they must have been in these pants the maid 
left out for me today. 11 
"You don 1 t he.ve the money ? " 
"No, sir." 
"Okay, George, go along. 11 
11 That money was to hav helped your country, Webster," 
Mise Higginson said fiercely. "Someone has taken it. The 
R d Cross will never see it and they're the on s who ne d it." 
11 Cross my heart, I didn't - 11 
11 I still think YOU did! 11 
"Sir, can I have those things back ? 11 
"I'm sorry, Georg , I'll have to keep them." 
"Could I please have the postcard ? It 1 s from Mommie and 
they're way down in Nassau and - 11 
11 This dirty old card ?11 Miss Higginson said picking up 
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the colored snap of a long silver beach edged by the blue-gr en 
ocean. "lli! dirty old thing? Why it's filthy," she said, 
shredding it into jig-saw pieces in her lap. 
"Go along, George," Mr . Forbes said. 
George backed out of the room. He waited in the corridor 
befor closing the door. 
11 It 1 s obvious he didn't take it, Miss Higginson," Mr. Forbes 
• 
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began. 11 I suggest you check again. None of 'us are infallible, 
you know. Undoubtedly, you have misplaced it. At any rate, I 
suggest you go up and look around. 11 
"But • • • but I've already told you - 11 
"I'm sorry , Miss Higginson, but I have many other things 
to attend to this afternoon. You will excuse me ? 11 
"But • • • but I • • .. 11 
George walked along the corridor and then broke into a 
run. He ran up the stairs and went directly to Miss Higginson's 
room, opened the door and slipped furtively inside, Quietly 
drawing the door in after him so it wouldn't thud. The room 
was empty . 
He unhooked the clasp of the scout belt and from behind 
the buckle he wedg d out the nickle. He carefully inserted 
the coin under the edge of Miss Higginson's green blotter. 
S t by. th window was the white cardboard container for 
the Red Oross collection. It stood like a tiny, rounded 
castl by the plants on the edg of the sill, a red crayoned 
cross marking the side and top. George slipped the cover off 
and jiggled out a palmful of change. He count d out several 
nickles into his hand and dumped the rest into the container. 
Quickly, he crossed the room and stepped into the corridor. 
He heard Mise Higginson appaoaching from the stair well. He 
hid in the lavatory till she passed, then he skipped down the 
stairs, two at a time, and ran out to . the gym class in the 
s,fternoon sun. 
Hurrah for the Fat Girl 
Whenever Natalie Butler faced herself in the bedroom 
mirror, she held her breath. It was not that she e:x.-
pected a surprise, or a · change in the reflection, but 
cnly that when Natalie was alone she delicerately ex-
cited a childish lack of reality about her appearance. 
She would stand before the mirror, inhale a draft of 
air, then, lips compressed, she would clamp her thumb 
and forefinger on her nostrils. In that brief airless 
moment, she wouilid imggine herself an enchanted maiden, 
slirrJ.y perpendicular. With the cruel necessity for air, 
the reality would clear aga inst the looking glass in 
her exhaled breath; her globular breasts would swell, and 
she would realize with bursting self-pity that she stood, 
massive and alone, a race apart, as though she were some 
peculiar swollen breed outside the edge of decency or 
human evolution. 
Natalie Butler had been fat as long as she could 
remember. Clustered in her memory were the heartbreaking 
incidents of youth, t h e flush of embarrassments which 
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forced her to a bewilderi ng self-consciousness. The 
recognition of her physical size dDove ::.·her inwardf 
lonely and pi tying herself, she tried to burrow in 
fanciftu dreams. Natalie knew that dreams were use-
less, but she was slow to relinquish their power, the 
promises of charm and popularity. She yearned to sit 
and rise and vialk gracefully; she &trove to attain the 
overnight miracles which fat women publicized in Vogue 
and the Ladies Home Journal. Yet she knew that when 
she walked, no matter how daintily she tried, the cheeks 
of hip fat rippled with ever-y mortifying step and the 
pendant breasts jiggled beneath her blouse. Her d~eams 
of grace, like her persistent efforts to forget her size, 
were worthless. 
At nineteen, future grim, s he settled into a drab 
existence as an insurance file clerk. Then, in a sudden 
moment, though she was full of bitten rage and misan-
thropy, Natalie discovered that she had a thing of beauty 
to give, discovered that her voi ce was a lovely, sweet, 
trilling reed , an elastic tongue creating and giving 
beauty from within. She joined a choral society and 
began t o dream of a life as an opera singer. 
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She stood now surverying herself in the bedrDom 
mirrmr. Her tedious toilette in preparation for her 
·first public appearance witt the choral society was 
cmmplete. 
She eyed herself specul atively. 
She was built like a bowling, pin, a t :iny spherical 
head set on an amorphous mass of flesh. Her features 
were small and doll-like, a snubbed retrousse nose, 
a bud-s haped mouth softly pinked on the whiteness of 
her skin; two newly-tweezed eyebrows, spread like in-
verted V 's and · .d:!aappearing in thinly pencilled lines. 
Her face had the prettines s and pall c.r, the unexpressive, 
unlined softness of a baby, with the identic lack of 
character. The body ballooned beneath, a s~parate entity, 
a mountain capped wi th a black nub set in pin curls. 
Singing, almost shyly, to herself, she flecked the 
finel y-dotted net of her first evening dress, and 
se t tled a large ro~e between her breasts, unwittingly 
increasing the fullness of her bust. She descended 
to her parents who were waiting in the li v:L n g room. 
To Mrs. Butler, Natalie's emergence into the lime-
light of the musical world was a curious and frightening 
marvel. She had never understood her daughter, but she 
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feared now that Natalie would be cruelly rejected. Mr. 
Butler was mainly concerned with the personalities on 
televis l on. 
"Lester, she's comin now," Mrs. Butler whispered 
apprehensively to her husband who sat rigidly controlled 
by the television set. "Tell her how nice she looks. 
Les? Lester, she's cominl" 
n Okay, okay, let her come." 
As Natalie entered the room, Mrs. Butler sa i d appre-
cia.tively, "My, my, don't you look sweet1" 
5 3 . 
Natalie didn't care much for her parents, small people, 
who she felt were somehow responsible for her fatness. 
"Dearie, you're lovely," her mother said, getting up 
and lean i ng over to kiss her. 
~Don't do that1 11 Natalie snapped. "I don't want it 
smudged. 11 
"I'm sorry, dear, I forgo t. You look awful prettyl 
Don't she look nice, Les?" 
''Snre do," Lester said, h is gaze fastened on the tele-
vision screen. 
"Honey, cou ldn't we go tonight?" Mrs. Butler said to 
Natalie. 
"How many times have I told youl" 
"I know, but - " 
"Tomorrow night," she s a id emphatically. "They all 
say t he second night is t he ·best. 11 
"It's hard to wait, Natalie. Just imaginal You 
singing up there on that s tage. It's just wbnmerful 
is wha t it is. Aint it, Les? w·onderful. You look real 
sweet, honey." 
"May I have a cup of tea," Natalie said with di gnity, 
s1tting on t he plastic hassock. 
"Tea ?" 
"Tea." 
"Why yes, honey, anyth1n wrong ?" 
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"I take i t for my voice," she sa i d clear ::.ng her throat. 
"S:tngers usually take tea before a performance." 
"Really, honey? Isn't t bat wcndefl flul? Imagi ne, Lea. 
I'll get it. The water's boilin anyhow." 
Ra.talie, watching her father fixedly, ran sweetly 
up and down the scale in t he grand manner, but Mr. Butler 
was singularly unaffected by the voice or his daughter's 
presence. 
"Here's your tea, honey," her mother said, bringing 
in a cup of steaming tea i n a large white coffee cup. 
116areful, it's hot." 
Natalie set the cup and saucer on the palm of her 
hand. 
"Are you sure we shouldn't g o tonight? I wouldn't 
want to miss it for the world." 
Natalie raised her left eyebrow, ey~ng the narrow, 
little woman coldly. 
"Will you sing th e same s r:n gs tomorrow?" her mother 
asked. 
"You d on't think I'm going to learn new ones, d o you?" 
11 I wasn't sure, honey, how ;'tib!3Y run these things. 
Your father and I went onct, jus t after we was married, 
remember Lea? But it was different, I guess, a whole 
lot of singers. It was in tre park, in the summer, 
wasn't it, Les?" 
"Sure, sure," Lea said. 
" I ' m not t he only singer," Natalie said, sipping the 
tea. 
"But you're singin alone onct?" Her mother asked. 
"With the chorus. The chorus fades out and then I 
sing alone. Just my voice. Then ... the chorus comes in 
with me, 11 she said, as though educating a dim-witted 
c hild. 
55. 
"Isn't that sweet? My, your hair is prett y, Nat. 
What did you do to it?" 
"Pin curls ••• like always," she said flatly. 
"Lester, you better back the car out. It's almost 
seven thirty. W'e don't want Natalie to be late," Mrs. 
Butler said nervously. 
"In a minute, in a minute," Lester said. 
"No, no, right nowl" Natalie :. said, setting the cup 
on the maple end-table. "I didn't t h ink it was so late." 
"Okay, okay. You have to go now,d 1 ya baby?" he said, 
stretching his arms over his head, then leaning forward 
and clicking off the program. He rose, and without 
looking at her, passed out through the kitchen. The 
outside door slapped after him. 
Mrs. Butler unhooked a red taffeta evening cape from 
the hall closet and placed it on Natalie's wideshoulders; 
then she stood back appraisingly. She was relieved at 
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the attractive change in her daughter. Somehow the dreS.S. 
wasn't just the right shade, but then it was Nat's choice, 
and there wasn't much you could do about Na talie's pre-
ferences. 
"You're pretty, honey," Mrs. Butler said, as thougp. 
1J....c 
' trying,by persistent r~petition, to c onfirm something 
about which she wasn't terribly ahre. "I hope there's 
a real good turn-out. I s aw in the paper that the mayor 
and his wife was goin? Won't that be nice? Imagine? 
Where 'se the gl:0ves, Nat? You need gloves. I'll run 
up for you," and she turned and hurried up the stairs 
to t h e second floor. 
"Here they are," she said, coming down. "Put them 
on. Gloves are lady-like. You can always tell a real 
refined lady by her gloves. You look lovely • • • like 
••• like Ci nderella? Did Cinderella ever sin g , honey? 
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"Nol" Natalie said sharply tho ugh she didn't remember. 
Her plump hands, covered in the white suede gloves, 
were like tw o huddled pigeons, headless, when s re 
clenched her fists. 
"I wish we was goin tonigh t - " 
"Mother, will you - " 
"We'll wa it, honey, we'll wa l t till tomorrow like you 
say. Only I' m dyin t o see you on that stage," Mrs. 
Butler said, intuitively feeling t bat the vision was 
to be denied her. 
"Goodbye • " 
"Don't worry about wha t time yo u come home, Nat. 
If there's no one t o bring you, yo u call Daddy. He'll 
be up ." 
Her mother kissed her gently on t he temple. 
"Careful, honey, those steps .'re steep," Mrs. Butler 
said, opening the door and fl i cking on t b e porch light. 
Natalie, who h ad g one up and do~n t he same fli ght of 
s t airs for close to nine teen years, bit her tongue. She 
stepped down gi ngerly, peerin g carefully out over her 
bos om, t h en quickly hurried to the curb where her father 
sat in his oaa Ford coupe. 
"However late it is, don't you mind, honeyl Do good, 
nowl Sing g ood1 11 Her moth er cried after her. "Just 
t h ink,the mayor an all," she sa i d into t he empt y night 
air. 
Natalie stooped into t h e coupe, gathering after her 
t he many fold s of her dress. He r f a t h er idled the car 
in neu~ral, ur gently pressing and releas i ng the accelerator 
in impatience, t he motor alternately roaring and settling 
to a wheezing whisper. 
"Ready?" he asked, eagerly . 
"Just a minute 1" Natalie said, irrits_ted at her 
father's sudden immediacy. She slammed t be car door. 
58 . 
"Okay?" 
"Go ahead," she sa i d as the car pulled forward. 
They rode along in s ilence. 
"Aren't yo u going to · say anything about th~ way 
I look?" Natalie said, hurt by her father's impassivity. 
"Jesus 1 Looka t hat guy l" he said as a car p~lled 
out in front of him and almost collided with an oncoming 
bus. "Damn fooll That bus ever land on him, it'd 
squash him like a antl What's that baby? You always 
look swell to me." 
"Am I so terribly • • • fat?" Natalie said earnestly. 
"That don't count baby. It's what's inside." 
"Like funl" 
well it countsl 
she said venomously. "You know damn 
Who likes fat people - except to laugh 
at t h em? God, I should never have been so stupid to 
think I could sing before a whole lot of people." 
"Baby, bapy,stop thatZ You're a big girl, big-boned, 
like Auntie May, remember Auntie Ma y? God, there was 
a big womanl" 
The ludicrous figure of Auntie May, her father's flesh-
heavy sister, a tightrope walker in t h e circus when Natalie 
was a little girl, was an image she could well do without. 
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Auntie May was a family legend, an extraordinarily 
graceful fat woman, whom Natalie had seen but once, 
balancing on a tightrope way up in the grey-cark of the 
ceiling at Madison Square Garden without any fear of 
death or falling down. 
"Baby, she was a whopperl" her father said. 
Natalie cleared her throat and rolled down the 
w.dmdow. 
"Besides, baby, opera s i ngers are usually pretty 
hefty, ain't th~t so?" 
"Shut upl Shut upl I never should have thought I 
could sing, never, never!" 
"Like I tol you a hundred times, stop feelin sorry 
for yourself. Thank God you got a voice. Think how'd 
be if you was paralyzed or somethin like that1" 
Natalie wanted to throw herself out of the moving car. 
" Many 1 s a girl ain't got no s i ngin voice at all," be 
said. "Have you ~bought of that, baby?" He glanced from 
the road to his daughter ·with quick, sudden jerks of the 
head. "Have you? You got somethin not many has. Like 
I 'v.e alway.s tol ·'.you;1 Natalie, look for the good things 
in life. There's plenty worth while. Don't dig up all 
the wrong things, 'cause you'll find there's plenty wrong, 
too, but clouds have silver linins, Nat, like the song 
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says. Wqy, baby, there's a guy at the plant got a kid, 
a l:: ttle girl, deaf and dumb. Thinka that? ThiJlka what 
that kid has to go through in its growin up. Thinka the 
sufferinJ You've ne ver had to suffer, baby. Besides, 
now you · got a voice. That man who heard you sing and 
picked you out all them girls, well, he knows someth in 
that guy does. He believes in your voice.'' 
"He said I needed training." 
"Sure, sure, and we'll get it for you. We'll send 
you to a music school in Boston or somewheres." 
"A music school?" 
"I assed questions soon's your mother tol me that ·: 
fella said you could s i ng. I assed questions, baby, and, 
well, we'll see, we'll see. Don't you forget, t he mayor's 
goina be t l:ere and there 's no tellin what politics can 
do for you." 
"But who'd pay to send me to a music school?" 
"Where there's a will, baby, there's a way ," her 
father said mysteri ously. 
To Natalie her father' s confidence in the future struck 
her as essentially dumb. After .all, neither he nor her 
mot r er h ad ever really heard her sing. Still, there was 
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truth in what he said ••• she had been singled out 
by the director. She remembered now that first night 
when the director asked her to sing. He had leaned 
across and flattened the cold palm of his hand on her 
stomach - diaphragm, he ce.ll ed it - and explained how 
she should breathe, regular pockets of air, in and out, 
expanding and dilating the lungs. He told her how to 
contain her breath, harboring it inside her till the 
last possible moment, like a swimmer under the surface 
of a musical note. 
Natalie had been embarrass ed when he made her stand 
alone, separate from the other s , the childish, bewildering 
self-consciousness ridiculing her; and then, suddenly, 
it was all right. She heard a clear bell tone waken and 
spread from way down ins ide her and she was engulfed 
in a surging feeling of loveliness : she had never experi-
enced before, like an emotion with a boy on a beach, she 
thou ght ~ a caress inside her body, and more than that, 
a flower shower-bursting inside, sparking her with petal 
voices. The sound c Bme from all that, all the mixed 
and confused emotions she had never understood, wildly, 
effortlessly cresting through her and forming a clear 
crystal line in the air. 
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In tha. t moment, in the be a.uty she realized was hers, 
Natalie sh ared her first happiness. Her life se ~ med to 
open. 
She became aware that the car had stopped. Her father 
was still talking , the car's motor wheezing under the 
hood. He never seemed to have time to shut the motor off, 
she thought. It was always a race against the constant 
fear of missing Ed Sullivan on Sunday ni ghts or the 
wrestling matches on Wednesdays. 
"Why I seen a. opera. singer on television the other 
night, Ha.wshore or somethin, who must of weighed at 
least three hundred, but baby, the voice? The voice was 
grea.tl She sang foreign, but it was good, baby, let me 
te 11 youl" 
Natalie opened the car door and stepped out. 
"Good luck, baby. You call. You call when you get 
through. We'll be up. If there's no one to take you, 
you call," her father said. 
"-Maybe I won'tl" Natalie said bitterly, slamming the 
door with all ber force. "Maybe I won 1 tJ 11 
Her father sat stupefied. He leaned across the seat 
she bad left 11 cocking his bead sideways to see out the 
door. "What's up, baby, what's up?" But Natalie had 
turned away and he saw her mounting the wooden steps 
into the Town Hall. He sat up, yanked the car into 
first, and shuttled off. 
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There were only a few lights glowing at the rear of 
the auditorium. Natalie groped her way down the aisle. 
Some early members of the chorus were harmonizing on one 
side of the stage, while a blonde girl named Florence 
Romberg, the accompanist and piano soloist far the evening, 
practised on the battered black Bal dwin. 
Natalie edged her way into an aisle seat in row F, 
listening with comfortable fami l iarity to the · "Canzonetta 
del Salvatore Rosa" which Florence Romberg had popularized 
during the month of rehearsals. Natalie be gan to consider 
her own part in the performance, the tricky sixteen~part 
harmony of "There Are Such Thi ngs" over wh ich, at a pre-
cisely cued moment, her voice would rise. A trembling 
anxiety shook her. 
What if her voice didn't come out? What if her mouth 
were to open and no sound came fcrth? 
In her mind she saw the hall filled with people, seated 
and on the edge of laughter because nothing came from within 
her but a great hollow pervading silence. Marbles of per-
spiration raced along her spine, trickling into the tight 
zipper of her dress. 
She pulled ·herself out of the seat, pushed her way 
through the Exit door to find tbe Ladies' Room backstage. 
The roam was empty. She sat quickly before the mirror, 
pursed her mouth, and uttered a low sweet note. She sighed 
and sat back, the fear ebbing out with the quiet beauty of 
the sound. 
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The door flapped and Florence Romberg came in. She 
was a pretty girl who had improved upon nature by a nose 
operation and by bleaching her hair blondish-white. 
"Hello," she said. 
"Hello," Natalie said, her eyes fixed upon the pin-
pointed breasts and the gathered folds of Florence's 
gold dress which seemed to cherish the small circle of 
her waist. 
"You're Natalie Butler:;' 1 aren 1 t you?" 
"Yes." 
11 
'scuse me," Florence said, slipping by her to the 
mirror. "You're very good." She began to rouge her 
already reddened lips. 
Natalie had never engaged in a long conversation 
with any person. In the four weeks of rehearsal she had 
not spoken to a soul in the chorus. She came and went 
in what others were led to believe was a deliberate aloof-
ness on her part, as though she were, in fact, a weighty 
Wagnerian soprano - a renowned prima donna whom none 
could touch. 
She turned to leave. 
"Honey, that flesh gown is. just the thingl" Florence 
said, smoothing her eyebrows with a wet forefinger. 
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"Flesh? Flesh gown?" Natalie murmured, looking down 
and fingering the tiers of cloth. "It isn 'tl" she said 
desperately, suddenly becoming conscious that it was, in-
deed , flesh-colored. "It isn 1 tl" she repeated hysterically, 
her voice savagely emphatic. "It's peach. It's soft peach. 
No one could see it flesh I" 
Florence Romberg faced her, overtaken by Natalie's 
violent reaction to her innocent comment. 
"Oh," she said weakly, covering her wide red mouth 
with her band. 
"You ••• you ••• you bitch!" Natalie shrieked, spewing 
the word at her. "I hope. • • I hope your god-damned 
fingers freeze1" 
"Oh," Florence began, "oh I -" 
Natalie walked out, her fat face red with anger and 
shame and hate and self-revulsion. 
"Jesus 1" she said vehemently to herself, "oh Jesus I 
Jesus J" 
A buzzer rasped, signalling the chorus on stage. 
Natalie wanted to sneak away, to return to the voiceless 
oblivion from which she came. She couldn't find the Exit 
to the street. She opened a door and found herself on 
the wing of the stage. 
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The director saw her and impatiently indicated her 
chair with his baton. Hesitatingly, she slipped off her 
cape, hung it on a hook in the wing , and took her seat 
in the side row. Florence Romberg came in behind her and 
seated herself on the piano bench. 
The director tapped his baton on the music stand for 
silence. 
"The mayor's out front," he said in an elaborate 
whisper. 
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The murmur of the audience quieted; the lights fliekered 
out like guttering candles; the red velvet curtain opened 
across the proscenium • . A gradual spot expanded from a tiny 
disc to a round sun of light and the chorus began with its 
firs t selection. 
The intermission came and went. It seemed only a mini-
nlal beat of time before the piano chorded into "There Are 
Such Things." 
Natalie knew her cue perfectly. How many hours had 
she practised before her reflection, shaping and holding 
the sounds with her lipsJ It seemed strange to her now, 
an instant before she vms to nurture the beauty from her 
throat, that a few simple notes should come to mean so much 
to ber, to express, in essence, the long-hidden beauties 
in her life. She knew the sound as a brief, living thing, 
momentarily glowing like a firefly on the air. This was 
the one thing she could give. She would forget in the 
beauty of its creatlon that she stood huge and massive, a 
solitary block in a line of shapely girls. 
Like a magic wand the baton seemed to tap her. 
The chorus quieted to a gentle hum and Natalie's voice 
came forth, swelling, rising sweetly, the chorus echoing 
behind her, a panoply of modulated sound as her voice soared, 
perfectly and purely, triumphant above all the rest. 
Caught in the secret bliss she closed her eyes and listened 
to the words themselves. She knew, then, that she was a 
success. The applause roared in upon her. The director 
led her to the footlights; out across them she dimly saw 
e waving line of clapping hands. Afraid to bow, she 
merely nodded her head, the shame and separation sealed 
forever. 
The applause lasted several minutes; then the clapping 
hands fluttered down like pigeons coming to rest. The cur-
tain closed. 
"Congratulations, Miss Butler," an unknown voice said. 
"Nice job, Miss, nice job." 
"Perfectly fine." 
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The chorus gathered up its things and moved off, 
coupled or in groups. They drifted out to the lobby to 
mee t tl1eir relatives and friends. Natalie found her cape. 
She walked up the aisle alone, wishing novv that she 
had let her mother and father come. But there was still 
tomorrow ni ght and there would be other nights after that 1 
She felt as she :tmagined Auntie May did on the tightrope, 
h igh and giddy, yet certain and proud without fe ars or 
threats. 
In the lobby the director s toad arm-in-a.rm with the 
mayor, a cluster of well-dressed people about them. 
Natalie wondered if she would be greeted, but she 
saw that they were all turned away from her. 
As she passed them, she heard the mayor say, "You 1r·e 
certainly to be commended for all this. Young, fine voices, 
oh my yes, very good - and the girl, the - er - fat .girl," 
he said then, laugping loudly. There was a sputter and 
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then a burst of laughter in the crowd. The director stepped 
back, blistering with laugpter. "Oh my yes, yes, hurrah 
for the fat girlJ" the mayor said again. 
Natalie cr~rded herself into the phone booth in the 
corner, unfolded the door and fished for a dime at the 
bottom of her evening bag. 
• 
A Swimming Pool like Sandra Symons' 
Mrs. Tracey Byron Shaw was resting on her chais longue in 
a mood of early morning exhaustion~ Because of the mid-June 
h at she had foregone her usual oup of coffee in the living 
room. She lay now, fanning herself rapidly with a copy of 
The New Yorker, her bead resting on the cool pillow, her eyes 
closed. 
Unseen and unheard behind a satin folding screen, no t ten 
fe t from where his mother lay, Channing Elridge Shaw, aged 
eight, was slowly edging his way to the French door which 
opened out on the front garden balcony. He had been trapped 
by his mother's sudden appearance in the room, but his escape 
now seemed likely. 
As he was about to step to freedom on the balcony a soft 
rap sounded on the door. Channing drew back and hid behind 
the screen. 
"Come in," Mrs. Shaw said, without rising. 
Old ]:iargaret Flaherty opened the door and stood, perspiring 
and red-faced in her starch-stiff uniform. She sniffled loudly 
and moved hesitantly into the room. 
Mrs. Shaw opened her eyes and drew herself up on the chaise 
longue. With affected weariness she said, "Yes, Margaret, 
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what is it ? 11 
"You'll please not b askin me to take care of him for you 
anymore, m'im. If you ask me to, m'im, then I'll have to quit." 
"Sweet God, now what's the matter ? Can't I have a single 
minute 1 s peace ? 11 
"I'm v ry sorry, Mrs. Shaw, but my mind's made up. The 
divil hisself's in that child and I can't control either of 
them! You 1 ll please not be ask in me to! 11 
Mrs. Shaw fanned herself angrily. 
11 Must you always come to me ? Why dontt you go to his 
fa.th r ? Why must you plague me all the time ? 11 Exasperated, 
she threw the magazine on the floor. 11 I don't wish to hear 
about it, Margaret. Not a word. Do you hear ? 11 
11 All right, all right," Margaret said quietly, "I'll let 
you alone, but I pray God som on . I sees ~fter him. You'll have 
to get someone else, Mrs. Shaw, for I 1ml leavin. 11 
I A mute spectator, Channing listened behind the screen. 
"Now Margaret, don't be silly," his mother said. 11 I didn't 
I 
mean what I said. It's the heat. You fnow what it does to my 
blood pressure. Speak to Mr. Shaw a.bou:t him, will you, dear ?" 
I 
I 
"This is diff'rint, m'im. Somethin 'should be done right now 
' before he goes too tar. Why what he's Clone to me is deliberate 
and cruel and nasty. I can't take muchl more. 
I 
I'm not a. young 






urs . Shaw recognized . the determina~ion in . argaret • s 
voice . , She could not send her off; she would have to 
listen. 
ur . Shaw hisself told him he was bot to ,go into my 
:.room, ' targaret said . 
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-!ra . Shaw rose and walked to the dressing t able . She 
picked up a pearl buffer and returned; to the chaise longue 
buffing her nails . 
'I wonder where I l aid that ostrich fan," she sai d , 
almost to herself . 
I Margaret waited, nervously twinin i) a handkerchief bet ween 
her thiok fingers . 
K ·ell what is it now, Margaret . " fr s . Shaw settled into 
the cool pinksat1n of the chaise longue . 
lo.rgaret Flaherty stood silent . 
Mr s . Shaw buffed her nail s zealously. She l ooked up and 
saw the old. woman oryin i .nto a squ r e of handkerchief . 
"Good God , dear, what 1!! this all ~bout ? " 
ar aret ole her nose and crumple the handk rohief into 
t he breast pocket of her uniform. 
A thou h it ere no longer any use to t al., she sai d , 
if I told. him, I told hi not ever to go 1~to my room. " 
'' ijere. sit down be side me . " ra. Shaw's jewelled hand 
patt ed the b1llow1n end of the chaise longue . 
-•• 
"No thank you, m'im." 
"Did he take somethinc ?• 
"I found. him in my closet." 
"In your closet ? What waa he doing in your closet 
for God's sake ?" 
Hesitantly Marcaret said, 1 He was inta my thinca." 
"What are we goinc to do with him, dear ?" Mrs. Shaw 
had confidence that her Question- with its calculated I , 
endearment- enlisted old Yarcaret•s aid and complimented 
her at the same time. 
"It 1 e what you're coinc to do,• Mar~aret said boldly. 
• He 1 s your eon. " 
"I wasn't supposed to have any more children after 
curtis," Mrs. Shaw said defensively. "For God's sake I'm 
not to blame because there's five years between them! 
I Channing's not like me, Mar1aret; he's more like hi8 
father. You'll have to excuse him for that,• she said 
with acerbity. 
"Somethin should. be done, m'im. He's p-owin up crooked! 
His mind's bent!" 
"There's nothinc wron1 with him. He's different, he's 
dif~icult. Tbe boy's only eicht. That's a miscb1evoue 
state. He'll cet over it•" 
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"Miacheevus! No, m1 1m, . it 1 s not the mischief I object 
to. Mischief is plain and simplp. Ohannin~•s beyond that." 
-Mrs. Tracey Byron Shaw splayed her slender fin!8rs and 
appraised her delicate white hand; lookin! from her hand 
to Margaret she continued to buff her nails. 
"Did you say he took somethin! of yours ?" 
Quickly, the old woman looked away. She cathered the 
handkerchief from her pocket and dabbed at the pink rims 
of her eyes. 
11 Did he ?" 
"Yes, m'im, he did." 
"What was it ? 11 
The old woman held the handkerchief over her mouth as 
if to catch the words before they came; then she wrun~ 
both hands together. 
"Did he or did he not ?" Mrs. Shaw asked irritably. 
Margaret stared down at the monkey's hair rug. 
"I told him to stay out,• abe mumbled. 
'For the love of God, Ma.r~ret, ap~ak up! n 
'I told him not to !0 into my room." 
' I 
"I know all that. What was it he took ? 11 
"It wasn't so dear - " 
"I ao not care, Marcaret, if it were a common pin!" 
Mrs. Shaw said crossly. "Will you for the love of God 
stop hedging and tell me what it ia you think he took ?" 
1 1 .~he took it. M'im he needs a doctor." 
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-"Doctor ? Is he ill ?" 
"Not a midioal doctor. I mean a mind doctor, someone 
to talk at him and strai!hten - 11 
"A psychiatrist ?" Mrs. Shaw rose abruptly from the 
chaise lon~e and flung the buffer on the dressinl table. 
"That's impudent, Marcaret, and I think you know it! Are 
you tryinc to reflect on me ? Is that it ?" 
11 0h no, m'im, oh no, no!" 
"For YOU to come in l!!!:!, and succest 
• • • 
it's not like you, it's not like you at all!" 
Old Marcaret stood contrite in silence. 
11 All richt now let's be sensible. What is it Channin~ 
took from your closet ?" 
11 It isn't only that he took somethin, m'im. There's 
more to it. I've t ·ried to control him. He's set a~inst 
learnin right from wron~. 11 
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"But you don't send a child toddlin~ off to the psychiatrist 
I 
merely because be' s occasionally naur;hty •. 11 
"No, m'im. But ••• but somethin should be done." 
"What in God's name ? What do you want me to do ?" 
Pearl drops of perspiration ed!8d Mrs. Shaw's forehead. 
She pressed a tissue to her temple. "What did he take ?" 
"I think he should be strapped," Mar~ret said. 
"Strapped ?" 
"Yes, m'im." 
-"Maybe, m'im, but it'd teach him." I 
"Mar~aret you're impossible. One minute you have him 
bein~ psychoanalyzed and the next he's beinc whipped! 
Where•s the sense in that for God's sake ? You can't do 
that! Oh sweet God it's so hot I'm ~Qing to die! \fhere 
11 that fan ? Kar&aret, please, for the last time, what 
~he take ?" 
I 
"I won't stand for him ~oin inta my persinal things. 
He destroyed a- " uar,aret broke off, fresh tears ebbin~ 
from her eyes. She began to cry softly into the palms of 
her hands, her heavy, sloping shoulders swaying back and 
forth in a rhythm of p-ief. 
"Don't cet upset, please, dear, don't ~t upset." 
Mrs. Shaw waited for a moment. There was not much she 
could do. Finally she said, "Now, now, Mar~aret, whatever 
it is I • 11 have Mr. Shaw replace it."' 
Throu~h the heavy sobs came Marcaret•s tremblin, voice. 
"It isn't that, it isn't that," she moaned. "It wasn't 
worth nothin in coin, so you can't b~y it. You can't buy 
everything that's golden back once it's gone ••• ~ne. 
It was a keepsake I had kept for so long ••• long." 
"You don't know how sorry I u. Did you treasure it 
very much dear ?" 




"I t was a little doll," she said, almoat in a whisper. 
"Doll ?" 
"Yes, m'im." The old woman blew her nose forcefully. 
"I t was a little lady bride doll I had kept for seventeen 
years ••• ever since I made it for a little ~rl I was 
takin care of once. It had all the fancy trousseau and 
every exact little thin~ real ni ce ana pretty ••• and 
then Sylvia died, oh the little love, the little love. 
I've kept it all this time ••• sort of for her, for 
little Sylvia I've kept it." 
I 
"Isn't that too bad," Mra. Shaw offered lamely. 
The old woman's despair and loss turned to an~r. 
"Ohanninc t ook it. He climbed inta my closet and took 
it down,• she said. 
"I'll make him give it back." 
"He can't 11ve it back. He knocked the head off. I 
found it flo&tin in the toilet . " 
Margaret be1an to cry softly. 
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"I'~ awfully sorry, dear, reallX I am1" Mrs. Shaw said 
with strained emphasis. "I don't know what to say. I just 
don't know what to say, but • • • but all of the • • • the 
responsibility'& not mine." 




"Why the headmaster at Edcerow advised the separation 
of the boys, Margaret. I know it's better for Ourtis this 
way. He needs to be with olQer boys. He ana Channin~ ••• 
why they're just not alike at all.- 11 
"But Ohanninc has no one, m' 1m. 11 
11 He has Sandra Symons next door." 
"Beggin your pardon, m'im, but he's not wanted next 
door." 
'What do you mean by that ?" 
"Mrs. Symons doesn't like to have him over there." 
"Who told you ? Who said that ?1 
"Bridie Noonan, their downstairs prl, m'im. She said 
Mrs. Symons coes inta a fit when she sees him, cryin and 
screamin and sayin' things about ••• about you." 
"Why the imea! That's backstairs coeaip, Mar~ret, and 
I won't stand for itt" Mrs. Shaw nervously worked a 
sapphire rinc off and on her fin,er. "Lenore Symons and 
I are the best of friends." 
"I don't know, m'im, I don't know," Margaret said 
ponderously. "I~ know that _M!§. Symons doesn't want 
Channing over there. I'm not a jud~ of all this, Ura. 
Shaw," she said, turning to co. "Let Bod be the jud~." 
"Just what do you mean to insinuate by that ? 11 
"Not a blessed thin«, m'im, not a blessed thing. I 
told you what Bridie Noonan said. Channinc's not liked 
-in that house, m'im. I don't know all the reasons behind 
it. For certain I know he's a spiteful little boy and 
aomethin should be done about it!" 
The telephone bell ranr. 
"All ri~ht, Marcaret, you co alon~. I'll apeak to Mr. 
Shaw about it. Hello ?" she said, piokin~ up the pink 
phone. 
"He's a bad actor, m1 1m. If he don't soon learn there's 
no tellin what - " 
"For God's sake I'm on the phone! Go alon!, please! 
Mr. Shaw will see to it." The old woman went out and 
closed the door. "Who is this ?" llrs. Shaw asked. "Is 
it - oh, it's you Byron.• She held the phone away from 
her ear. She picked up a hand mirror and watched herself 
as she spoke. "What 1 I wasn't expeotin! anyone. I was 
talking with Mar1aret. What ? Yea. Ohannin,. You'll 
have to do aomethinl with him, Byron. What 1 Ooddamn it, 
don't shout at me! I won't be shouted at! Yea, that's 
I 
ri1ht. I've liven him enou,h. He almost coat me my life 
if you remember. What ? I'm not being selfish or dramatic. 
I'm not bein, anythinl for the love of God. It's too hot. 
Yes. What ? He's probably over at the Symons. What waa 
that ? Don't shout at me! I'm sure I
1
don't know Byron. 
I will not argue with you now. All we ever do is ar~e. 





absolutely no idea why Lenore Symons do.sn't like m • No 
id a at all! I'm dreadfully sorry. Why don't you ask her ? 
What? I think she's a perfect bitch. ! I'm going to hang up • 
Do something about Channing when you get home. Shut up! Don't 
I 
talk to me like that!" 
Quietly, Channing slipped out to the 1 balcony and climbed 
into the gard n. I 
• • • • * * • * * • 
The heat was unbear.able. 
Channing Shaw walked along Sandra Symons• fence dragging the 
ostrich-feathered fan against the side ribbings. H still had 
on his soiled white shorts and a red-and-white striped T shirt, 
I 
I but he now wore an elaborate pair of tortoise shell sun glass.,s 
which were rimmed in sparkling rbineato~es. He walked slowly, 
head backward, neck taut, so the glasses would not slide down 
his nose. 
As he turned into the wide circular drive to the Symons• 
house be carefully· tucked the ostrich fan into his pants, 
covering tbe tips with his shirt. 
Sandra Symons sat with a dozen limp dolls under a jelloy, 
fringed beach umbr lla. 
11 Hi, Sandra, know what ·I got ?11 
11 Channing Shay you go home! 11 she said impolitely as sh 
pulled a nightie over one of the platinum-haired dolls. 
11 Aw, c•m.on, Sandra. Two of us ooult; play a lot of 
different games. What you doing anyway ? You can't put 
• 
dolls to bed at one o'clock." 
"I can so." 
"How 1 d you like to be put to bed at one o'clock ? 
Say, have you ever ? I was once but I sneaked out of 
my room and know what I did ? I hid in the cellar and 
drank Martinis all afternoon. Honest, I did. Believe 
me ?" 
"Martinis make you passion, Mommie says. 11 
"Not me. I didn't ~t any and I had about three 
hundred ~lasses. Honest." 
"Passion is kisses and hugs and thin,s. Mommie says 
that's what happens when you have too many glasses of 
Martini at somebody' s party." 
"Like when my mother kissed your father and eyerythin~ ? 
Boy, they must have had about a thousand Martinis!" 
•uy father wouldn't let anyone kiss him except Mommie 
and me." 
"Like funl .I saw them, Sandra., I saw theml At that 
dinner party a month a~o. I saw them! Your mother was 
at the party too. 11 
"They didn't kiss. My Mommie wouldn't let them," 
Sandra said, her voice whimpering. 
"I saw them. My mother and your father were dancin~ 
together, see, and they went out on the terrace. I was 
supposed to be in bed, but I wasn•t. I could hear all 
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the lau«hing and music from the party. It was at McKeon's, 
on the other side of our house, see, and I went over. I 
went into their ~arden and when I heard the people on the 
terrace I climbed up this birch tree, see, so's I could 
see them. Well, I just cot up the tree when my mother 
and your father came into the carden, see. They were 
kissin~ and talkinc low and then they lay down on the 
crass almost right under the tree. Honest, Sandra, I 
seen them!" 
"I'm going to tell Kommie what you said!" 
"You better not, Sandra." 
"I will eo, I will so, I will so." 
"Maybe she knows already." 
"She does not, she does not, she does not!" 
"Okay, okay, so forget it. Bay, what's your favorite 
oolor ?" 
"Why ?" 
"Just askin! Blue's my favorite. I wish these here 
sun glasses were blue tnstead of ~old-like," he said, 
pulling the glasses off and squintin~ throu~h them at the 
sky. 
•where did you get those, Oha.nninl; ?" 
"Like to look throu,h ?" 
"May I ?" she asked ea,erly, dropping the doll into her 
lap and leanin~ forward. 
"Maybe you could ••• if you've cot somethin~ you'd 
like to swap with me for." 
"May I look through for just a minute now ?" 
"I don't think so," he said, snapping the glasses 
shut. "Where•s your mother anyway?" 
•she's out. 11 
"Where•s the maids and the cook?" 
"The maid~ are off. Mrs. Baird's probably drinkinc 
le~onade in the pantry. Mostly on hot days she drinks 
lemonade in the pantry with the ~een shade pulled down 
ticht," Sandra Symons said. 
"Say•ve cot any ? 11 Channing picked his nose. "You 
can look through for a glass of lemonade." 
"I'm sorry but I'm not interested any more." Sandra 
spoke with adult dignity and apparent coolness. She 
picked up the doll and tied the ni,htie behind its rubber 
neck. 
"Guess I 1 11 fan myself," Channing said, sitting down 
like a pompous Indian, squat-style, and slipping the fan 
from under his shirt. "Sure is dreadful hot." 
Sandra saw the delicately webbed fan which spread like 
a peacock's tail. 
"This fan sure is nice, isn't it Sandra ?" Channing 




Sandra moved forwara on her knees, dr&!!in! the doll 
by its rubber arm behind her through the ~ass. She reached 
out and touched the undulating plumes. 
"Pink's my favorite oolor, 1 she said, strokin~ a pink 
plume. 
"Hey, hands off!" He gruffly closed the fan. "Hands 
off 1" 
Sandra knelt in the ~ass. 
"Pink's a sissy color, anyway," he said, "but I guess 
it 1 s alri1ht for sissy prle like you. 11 
"I like Ourtia more than you • . He's much nicer," 
Sandra said. 
"What d.o you know about it, brat! Say, what am I 
doing wasting my time •round this dilly house." He stood 
and walked under the porte-ooohere. Sandra picked up her 
doll and began to rook it to sleep. 
"Think I'll climb into your bedroom," Ohannin~ said, 
setting his foot on the iron-wrought filicree, "and smash 
all your toys! 11 
"You better not Ohannin,. I'll call the police. My 
mother doesn't want you around heresany•ay." · 
"Who oares ? I do what I please! 11 
"You better get off. I' 11 call Mrs. Baird." 
"Go 'head. What can that old turtle do ?" 
"Mrs. Baird! Mrs. Baird!" 
Ohanning stepped down. 
"Okay, okay, cut it out, will you ? I was only 
fooling." 
11 You leave my things alone. I know what you did to 
my cat. Ourtie told me what you did." 
"Honest, Sandra, he's lyin~. I didn't touoh your 
cat. It was all Ourtis' idea. He took him and put him 
in a can in our cellar. He said he was ~oing to out him 
open and see the insides. I didn't do it. I set him 
free, honest. I let him out of the can. Ourtis got so 
mad he told mother that I stole the cat in the first 
place and honest I didn • t!" 
"Someday they'll ~t you, Ohanning." 
"Aw, skip it, will you ? No one believes anything I 
say." He tore up a blade of grass and sucked on it. 
"Sandra, let's go down to the swimming pool." 
11 I o a.n 1 t • 11 
"Aw c'mon. It's terrible bot. No one'll mind." 
"My mother doesn't like me to go down there alone." 
"I'll take you out on the rubber float ••• 11 
11 I don't swim." 
•• I could tow you like a ferry boat 
"N9, I don't think I'd better." 
11 Aw c'rr.on. We oan play ducks. 11 
"No." 
• • • " 
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1 If you do I'll let you look through the glasses." 
He pulled the glasses out of his pocket and set them 
on his eyes. 
"Geez, everything sure is beautiful with these on. 
The whole world's like a pile of gold." 
The frames ~littered in the sunlight. 
"Could I keep them ? 11 Sandra asked. 
"Sure, sure, you oould keep them. The fan, too, if 
you want." 
"I'd like to wear the glasses now, please." 
11 Here." 
Sandra put them on; the frames slid down her nose. 
"Oh, they're not so good at all," she said. 
"Sure they are, Sandra. I'll tie them up with your 
ribbon. Here, let me. Say, you know what Sandra ? 
You got hair just like old Mar,aret's doll." He secured 
the ear slides with the ribbon. "Isn't it pretty with 
them on ? 11 
"I wish it were all pink. Pink's my favorite." 
"C'mon let's go." 
11 0hanning, does old Margaret reallY have dolls ? 11 
"Not any more," he said. He took her hand and 1ed 
her off the lawn. 
Sandra spread wide the fan and fanned herself as they 
walked along. 
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"Channing, I oan•t," she said suddenly. "I don't 
have my suit." 
"Forget it! You don't need it! You oan ~o in with 
those play pants, or if you want you can watch me swim. 
Your mother won't care." 
"I better not go," she said, still fanning herself 
gently. 
"Hey, what kind Indian trader you ? I give you those 
glasses and fan and now you owe me the awi~t C'mon!" 
He pulled her along the path. 
"My daddy says you should have a swimming pool." 
"We're «oing to! Like yours or maybe eyen big~r'n 
yours!" 
Channini led her through the pine ~ove, down the 
brown trail of fallen pine neddles. The pool was three 
hundred yards from the main house, down the hill and 
aaross the formal garden. 
11 Gosh, this is neat!" Channing said as they came out 
of the garden. A massive kidney-ohaped pool lay blue 
and still in the heat of the afternoon sun. A lar~e 
rubber sea horse lay limply sideways on the hot tile walk. 
"Pegasus!" Sandra Symons exclaimed as she broke from 
Channing and ran to the horse. "Pegasus, dear," she said, 
kneeling down, "they left you out of the water~" 
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"What's the matter ~ith you?" 
"He's a sea horse, silly!" 
"So what ?" 
"He shouldn't be left out of the water to die," she 
said as she began to fan the horse. 
"That's nuts!" 
"Fish die out of water." 
"He isn't no fish. You just said he was a sea horse." 
"I know. They're the same." 
•• They are not!" 
"Channing ••• Channing, why is it that some fish die 
.!!! the water ? 11 Sandra asked. 
"Why do you want to know ?" Che.nnin~ sat on the tiled 
walk and slipped off his sneakers and socks. 
"Like ~ldfish ? Why do goldfish sometimes die even 
though they're still in the water ? 11 
11 'Cause of the plls, stupid! You're an awful dope, 
Sandra. They get bloated, drownded! 11 
He pealed the T shirt over his head. 
"Here goes!" he said. He balanced on the edge of the 
pool, tip toe, then plunged off. He disappeared for a 
moment underwater and came up a little farther out. He 
swam to the rippled rubber raft ~hioh floated yello~ and 
lifeless in the center of the pool. 
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"Is it r;ood ? 11 Sandra asked. She sat by the pool's 
edge, her arm around the neck of Pegasus. 
11 C'mon in, sissyl 11 
11 No thank you. 11 
"Yah, yah, fraidy oat, fraidy o~t! 11 
"It's just that I haven't my suit, Channin~." Sandra 
adjusted the glasses which bei&O to slip down her nose. 
"'Fraid you'd t;et drownded without your nurse ? 11 
Channing sat up on the raft and splashed his feet over 
the sides. 
"I'm a motor boat, see 
in the encircling foam. 
• • • 
II The raft spun dizzily 
Sandra stroked the plastic baok of Pegasus with the 
fan. Then, leaning very carefully into the pool, she 
placed the horse on the surface of the water. He teetered 
sideways, then ri&hted himself. 
"Swim for me, Pegasus, 11 she said as she splashed him 
with palmfuls of water to set him in motion. 
The sea horse, with its arched back, began to float 
out to Channing; the lar~e button eyes stared straight 
ahead. 
"I'll ~et him! I'll ride him!" Chann1n& shouted. 
"No, leave him! Leave him!" 
Channing was already swimming furiously towards the 
horse. He mounted the baok and »Qde the horae Vi!Qrously 
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through the blue water. 
"Please don't hurt him, Channing, please don't hurt 
him! 1 Sandra cried. 
She sat then and quietly fanned herself. She dangled 
her sandals on the surface of the water and every few 
minutes she looked up at the trees and sky through the 
yellow sun ,lasses. 
Tired of the sea horse, Ohannin~ swam back to Sandra 
and pulled himself onto the walk. He lay breathless on 
the hot tile. 
"I wish I had a gun," he said. 
"Why ?" 
"I • ci shoot Pegasuss full of holes if I had!" 
"You wouldn'tt I'd tell my daddy!" 
"I'd blow his belly guts out and they'd float all over 
your stinkin pool. Who wants a pool like yours anyway ?" 
He cocked his fin~r and thumb and fired an imaginary 
volley at the sea horse. 
"Stop it! You nasty boy! 11 
"Aw shut up! Sissy1 Sissy!" 
He sat up. 
"Say, let me have my glasses. Sun's hot in my eyes." 
"They're ••• they're mine," Sandra Symons said. She 
clutched the ribbon at the back of her head. "You said I 
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I • -
could have them for the swim! 11 
"Sure, sure, but I've ohant;ed my mind." 
"You can't have them!" 
"Give ' em here. " 
"You can't have them!" 
"Who says ?" 
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"Channing ••• " Fearfully, Sandra Symons stood up. 
She gripped her hair and the ribbon tichtly. 
"Listen you, sissy-pants, those are mine!" 
"I • 11 call Mrs. Baird! 11 
"So what ? I'll tell everyone that you've stolen my 
mother's glasses and her fan, too. Then I'll tell them 
that you and Ourtis have been kissinc and doin' dirty 
things together!" 
"Mrs. Baird! Mrs. Baird! Mrs. Baird! 11 
"Shut up!" 
"Mrs. Baird!" 
"Okay, you oan keep them. I don't need them, brat!" 
He ~athered up his clothes and sneakers. 
"You know what I think I'll do to you • • • • 
Sandra Symons edged away, her hand at the back of her 
head, the other ~ipping the ostrich fan behind the ruffles 
of her play suit. 
• 
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"This ••• " he said as he thrust forward and violently 
shoved her backward into the pool. He turned and fled 
quickly through the formal ~ardens and across the ~ounds • 
Step from a Hi~h Stool 
As he sat on the high stool the anonymous darkness of 
the bar settled about him. Over and over, with the arrow-
tipped mixer from his fifth Martini, he traced wet circles 
on the bar-top. 
The young man had been drinkinl all afternoon, lon~ 
before the snow had bec;un to still the rush and noise along 
Charles Street. Alternately he studied the faces which 
passed outside the half-frozen window and examined himself 
in the plate glass mirror which hun~ behind the bar. He 
had been dimly conscious of the dusk, crey and silent, 
settling in with the falling snow. 
It was some time before he realized that he was tracing, 
over and over, the outlines of women's breasts. Embarrassed 
by the realization and childishly afraid that others at the 
bar would realize what he had been doin~, he wiped out the 
circles with his handkerchief. Nervously, he looked up to 
find a woman, who sat three or four stools away, watchin~ 
him in the mirror. When their ~lances met her lips parted 
as though she were making a silent lau~h. 
He turned away quickly and watched the snow flakes being 
carried along by the voiceless wind in the street. 
93. 
• 
When he ordered a fresh Martini he became aware that 
the woman was staring at him, her eyes like two beady 
iridescent pearls in the darkness. She seemed to peer 
boldly into the privacy of his mind. He felt like a 
stricken adolesoent cau~ht with a pornographic picture. 
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He drew on his cigarette and tried to force sophistication 
into the whistle of smoke he blew up at her reflection in 
the mirror. Above the noise he thought he heard the high 
delighted squeal of a very little girl, but the woman's 
lips were mockingly sealed. 
Shyly solitary by nature, he wanted, nonetheless, at 
that moment, to express his masculinity, to extin~ish the 
superiority of her stare. Never once had he strayed from 
the virginal path of his upbringing, yet more than once 
he had swirled in a wild vortex of desire. A~ainst 
temptations his reli~ious principles were like paper 
mementoes from childhood; they could not withstand a 
sultry breath, a whisper. 
He was uncertain what to do. He didn't wish to be 
humiliated by his lack of experience, but he felt the 
burning need for an illicit excursion of the flesh. 
With the hope that the afternoon•s gin would drown his 
diffidence, he swallowed his drink slowly. He would make 
this an evening of rebellion, a personal- and quite private-
• 
insurrection against all the imposed hypocrisies of the 
past. 
He watched the woman in the mirror, but in the dimness 
it was difficult to tell just what she was. She seemed to 
be soft and blonde and pretty. There was a compulsive 
attraction in her «lance. 
The young man stubbed his cigarette in the glass and 
slid off the stool. In the sudden movement the room 
seemed to shatter in ji!saw pieces. 
How many stools away did she sit ? 
He looked down the row to see if she were still there. 
He wondered why he wished, when he blinked his eyes, that 
she would be gone. 
When he stood behind her, she half-turned. 
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11 Hul~lo," she said in a whisper as though she had been 
expecting him. Her hand, blue in the refraction of neon-
light, fluffed her hair. He saw immediately that she wasn't 
pretty, not even attractive; she wasn't anything. 
"Hello," he said, disappointment evident in his tone. 
n·what's the matter?" 
Dizzily uncertain, he waited, his hand jingling change 
in his pooket. 
"I ••• I thought you were someone else," he lied. 
"Isn't that too bad," she · said smiling. 
• 
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"Yes I • • • H 
"Won • t you ai t down ? 11 she asked a.s she f aoed the bar. 
She finished her drink and he heard the ioe clink at 
the bottom of her glass. To him, it sounded like a liquid 
bell. 
He sat on the stool and asked quickly, with buddin~ 
suspicion, "Were you starinl at me ? 11 
No loncer luminoua, her ordinary blue eyes speared 
ri~ht through him. 
"No," she said, "I never stare. It ain't polite." 
He wished he ha,d never seen her in the mirror. 
He fingered the bartender and ordered a single drink 
for himself, then, shaken in the realization of his rudeness, 
he ·told him to make it two. 
"I saw you in the mirror," be said. 
"Yes, I know. It's like a lake catching reflections." 
"I ••• I thou&ht you were looking at me." 
"Like I say, I wasn't." 
"You expectin! someone ? 11 
"No." 
11 Neither am I." 
"I know," she said. 
"You know ? 11 
11 Well • • • let's say I oan tell." 
• 
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"You come in here often ?11 he asked. He wondered how 
old she was. Her small face was oovered in a dust cosmetic 
which seemed mask-like because she had neglected to color 
her neck. Her neck was long and thin like the calix of a 
lily. 
"Not very." 
11 Live around here ? " 
"No," she said. She reached for the drink the bartender 
set before her. 
The young man didn't know what more to ask. 
"You're not very happy," the woman said then. 
"Oh, it'e the snow. I don't like the snow very muoh. 
I'm from California," he said. 
"But it makes everything so soft and nice. Covers up 
all the u~liness of the city." 
"Yes," he said, "it does. But you can always shovel 
it off and the streets are still dirty underneath." 
"By then you've already had its beauty," she said. 
She sipped her drink. 
"What did you say ? 11 
"You can appreciate it, the snow I mean, while it~ 
there branching the trees and edging the street. It's 
only after, after it begins to melt and run grey-dirty into 
the streets that it's not so pretty or nice. By that time 
it's spring, I guess." 
• 
He turned to her. 
"You really think so ? 11 
"Yes." 
"Beauty in the eye of the beholder ?" 
~I don't know about that," she said uncertainly. 
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"Isn't that what you mean ? 11 he asked, his voice becoming 
shrill with intensity and excitement. "Isn't that what you 
mean ? The esthetic response within the person ? 11 
"What I said was pretty simple." 
"I'm just extending it." 
"Maybe, but I just meant about the snow." 
"That's right, the snow. But didn't you also mean that 
the eye, the spectator's eye, shapes the beauty, gives the 
beauty meaning ?" 
She sipped her drink. 
He waited, suspended in interest, but she made no reply. 
"Is that what you think ?" he asked. 
"I don't think I ever thought much about it. I believe 
it's up to the person to see the beauty," she said. 
"Yes ? 1 
"Why, that's all! It's just that what my eye sees is 
not at all probably what your eye sees, ain't that so ?" 
"Are you an artist ? 11 
"Artist ? Me ? 11 She gave a little laugh, a miniature 
shriek like a. voice from a cartoon. "No, I'm not." 
• 
"Then how do you know all this ? 11 
"I'm only answering the questions you've asked, that's 
all. The least I can do," she said. 
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"I don't understand," he said, "I don't understand at 
all. This is all so ••• so peculiar. I've always been 
interested in art. I've grown up among a lot of beautiful 
objects. Mother ••• mother has quite an interest. But 
the closer I get, the more I learn, it seems the less 
awareness of beauty I have. I can't seem to translate, 
to shape ••• and I had the feeling this minute ••• 
that somehow you were ~oing to help me. I can't explain. 
You haven 1 t had training, have you ? 11 
"}Yo," she said. "I've seen a lot of pretty thin~s, but 
I haven't really grown up." 
"Yet, you've been telling me about the perception of 
beauty ••• " 
"The eye is a needle. It sews threads together and if 
the thread is the right color the pattern becomes ••• a 
picture, a pretty swan dancer or a bowl of fruit or a • 
snowstorm through a glazed window." 
"I think you're remarkable," he said. "You know, a 
moment ago I wasn't at all sure about you. 11 
"Sure about me ?" 
"Sure whether I liked you or not, whether I wanted to 
be near you or not," he said honestly. 
• • 
• 
"And now you think you're sure about me ? 11 
She eyed him mysteriously. 
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Something in the way she looked into him puzzled him • 
Even from the first moment there was an ambiguity about her, 
a dim equivocation that he could not finger or touch, or 
bring to understanding. She was smiling at his side, 
waiting for his answer. Her teeth were uneven and ecru. 
The ends of her lips pointed to her ears like the fixed 
smile of a clown. 
"Youreeyes are strange and beautiful," he said. 
"Thanks honey, they're glass," she said flatly as she 
battered the spindle lashes. 
He tasted his drink, feeling suddenly quite shy and 
bewildered in her presence. 
"I like you," he said, "I like you a great deal." 
He curved his arm around her shoulder. Her summer-
sheer blouse felt like tissue paper. He saw the tight 
pink band of her brassiere through the blouse. ·The tiny 
freckles seemed to glitter and sparkle invitations. He 
felt a wild surge of desire. 
"Will you sleep with me ?" he whispered. He drew himself 
close to her, but he avoided her glance. 
There was an awful silence. It rang in his ears. 
He was afraid he had offended her. 
• 
What right, what right had he after all to ask such 
a thing ? 
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She arched her white neck very close to him; he heard 
his heart trumpet. 
"I never wear pins in my hair," she said. "It's natural 
wavy. Here, give me your hand. Feel it soft," she said. 
He fingered the stringy coil of her hair which hung 
unkempt to her frail shoulders. 
"You're wonderful," he said, inhaling the hyacinth 
fragrance which came from behind her ears. "Will you • • • 
will you sleep with me ? 11 He would like to have said it 
in French. 
"I don't mind," she said very close. 
"Thank you," he said lamely. 
11 Would you like to go now ? 11 she asked. 
"Go ? Where' 11 we go ? " In his haste, the young man 
hadn't thought. 
nyour place." 
"Would you like to go there ? 11 
"Yes, yes, yes," she whi spered. 
She slipped off the stool and stood waiting like a 
porter about to accomodate him to a train. He gulped his 
drink and turned to her. She took his hand and led him 
out. 
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Outside the world was carried along in the snow which 
passed through the ni~ht air like sections of pressed 
flowers. She cupped his arm at the elbow and in his 
increasing torpor he was weirdly aware that she was leading 
the way. She helped him over the uneven cobbles on Mount 
vernon Street, saying not a word, directing him silently 
but forcibly to his little apartment on Joy Street. 
"Here," she said softly, her breath a cloud near his 
mouth. 
The ent·ry way smelled of stray cats which had used the 
corners. A light glimmered faintly, throwing its stunted 
ray across the grey ceiling. He saw that she had worn no 
coat. Stars of snow shimmered on her blouse. Roughly he 
pulled her to him and pressed his snow-wet lips to hers. 
When he kissed her he had the chill sensation that her 
eyes didn't close. They stared into him, rummaging the 
ashes of his insides, and peered directly through his head 
to the brass mailboxes on the wall. 
She drew back. 
When he reached out for her again he stumbled against 
the milk bottles which stood like abused sentinels on the 
step. 
"Oome," she said. 
They stepped in. She crossed the room as though it were 
• 
familiar to her and pulled the beaded chain on the iron 
lamp. The light burned through the mustard parchment 
shade outlining a limp corsage of withered flowers • 
"How pretty," she said, touching the shade. 11 How Tery 
pretty and how very sad,• she said. She smiled and the 
flowers reached up and bloomed at the end of her finger-
nail. "Flowers live only but an airless moment." 
The young man wavered behind her. 
"I want to go to bed," be said, 11 I want to take you 
to bed." 
"Yes," she said, "I know you do." 
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Dreamily, he felt his clothes drop off, piece by piece. 
He lay on the bed and waited for her, shy and uncertain. 
The woman went into the darkness of the bathroom and 
came out naked and ,small like a little girl. 
11 0h," she said in a tiny voice, "listen how still it is, 
how very still it is!" She sat by him on the bed, long 
ribbons of golden hair down her back. "Would you like a 
little hug?" she asked, leaning forward and stroking his 
face with her fingers. She kissed him then drew back 
sharply. 11 You won't hurt me, will you ? 11 
Before he could answer he heard the excited laugh of 
a child. 
Beyond her head the young man saw the iron lamp 
•• 
extinguish its light. 
"Yes, yes, yes," she whispered. 
Momentarily unsure, he touched her mincingly, his 
fingers burning like tapered wicks. 
"Yea, yes, yea," she whispered. 
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And in the night he woke suddenly, the blanket twined 
to his neck. He reached beside him and felt the emptiness 
of the bed. There was a warm indentation where someone 
had lain, a lingerin~ odor of hyacinth. 
A block of light from the bathroom fell across the 
flowered linoleum floor. He rose and found his way to 
the bathroom door; his tongue lay heavy, sick and sickening 
within him, hie head, liquid on his shoulders. The mirror 
on the cabinet played back his reflection, shimmering him 
into a dozen people - a amud~ of a face, a rippled physical 
outline, a. blur, and then the sudden clear re-creation of 
his own unlined face. 
He reached for the cold water tap. His finger brushed 
a tiny cold spherical object which fell from the soap 
ledge, rolled into the bowl, tinkling like a coin, spinnin~ 
against the sides of the basin. It spun like a marble, 
seeming to gain momentum with each circular sweep. His 
two numb fin~rs reached out for it, cau~ht it as it 
completed a circle. He held it high under the purr of 
• 
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the fluorescent light, examining it through his clouded 
vision, turning the object over and over between his 
fingers. In the steady shed of light he saw that it was 
a round, quite blue glass eye. 
. ~he Occasions of Sin 
When I was very young in the world I took an evening 
job as page boy in Boston• s Oopley Plaza Hotel. · There, 
amid the elegant traffic of faceless people I would never 
be privileged to know, I fell in love with a luckless 
movie queen who had become a stripper. Years ago, I 
suppose, I would have given my life for her; now, fingering 
through those early ~ears, I realize the shallow horrors 
of her life and the effect they had on my infatuated 
innocence. 
I remember that I lied about my age _to get the job, 
passing myself off as a jockey-dwarf of sixteen. The hotel 
world had always in~rigued me. Hotels held the adventurous 
enchantment that garrisoned oastles ·had for other boys my 
age. My parents, who traveled only rarely on short summer 
vacations, or holiday week end trips to the country, 
considered hotels an extravagance. Mother, in particular, 
held a dim notion, which came shining forth later in a 
blaze of indignant Presbyterian zeal, that they were, in 
fact, only gathering places for the occasions of sin. 
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Sinful or not, when I became old enough to ride the 
subway alone, I spent many Saturday mornings and afternoons 
an inquisitive visitor among the baroque splendors of hotel 
lobbies. I cherished the Ritz Carlton because it looked 
out on the Public Garden and I imagined that from any room 
facing Arlingto~ Street a guest could see the swan boats 
arching through the pond in summer, or silent skaters 
moving across the glass ice in winter. 
I first began visiting the Copley Plaza when I was a 
student at the august Boy• s Latin School. 'Latin School, 
formally designated as~ Latin School to signify its 
founding in 1635, was, mand still is, I daresay, dedicated 
to the rigid principles of a Classical education. Homework 
assignments oftentimes required library research and students 
were constantly referred to the Public Library's main building 
at Copley Square. Here I first grew bored with the scholar's 
lot. Aching from the conjugation of verbs, I frequently 
wandered out to the sylph-like mur·als by Puvi a de Chavanne; 
I would sit on the window seat and look into the arcade, 
watching men and women pass in and out of the Gentlemen 
and Ladies Rooms. One day, escaping the intransigent rules 
of Latin grammar, I ambled out to the Square and discovered 
the Copley Plaza not more than a hundred yards away. 
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Thereafter I spent my afternoons in the marble-pillared 
lobby of the hotel, far and away from Cicero and his Orations. 
My interest in the rich people who had money enough to afford 
these elegant quarters may account for my lack of spirit in 
Latin Literature. I spent fanciful hours conjecturing about 
their lives, imaginii·ng them ae characters in a play, well-
dressed and coiffured, never oaring about the expense, 
dining nightly and dancing till dawn in the ornate grandeur 
of the Oval Room. 
It was coincidental afterwards that my job as page boy 
also included the glamorous duty of doorman for the 
entertainers who appeared in the Oval Room. It was here 
that I first met Lona Leslie. 
As that summer passed, my hours at home, away from the 
wonder of the hotel, became i nsipid. My parents grew 
uneasy about my behavior. The crystal glitter, the 
theatrical responsibility which I felt belonged to my 
position as doorman, kept me busy late into the night. 
This meant that I did not ge t home to Dorchester till 
two or three in the morning which was more than Mother, 
with her sense of sin, could bear. Yet, though Mother 
felt that in~ way it might be sinful, she trusted me 
as her son. Naively, she preferred not to think about 
nasty things, looking them off in some virginal quarter 
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of her mind. 
My father was always reticent to voice an outright 
opinion; he chose to let others hold their own views and 
not tDouble themselves about his. He didn't like to have 
me working at night, but when he heard my enthusiasm for 
the job, he simply kept his thoughts to himself. 
I deluded them with a false sense of sobriety about my 
job. In a moment of swaggering cruelty, which I came to 
recognize for what it w~s years later (burning then in the 
reflection of its shame and ungratefulness), I told them, 
ballooning with self-pride, that I soon wouldn't need them. 
I could make enough money at the hotel to support myself 
and I could even put some away for my college education. 
My parents, caught in the doubt of their own abilities to 
send me to college, came to accept the necessity of my job 
as the measure of their own economic defeat. 
Whenever I stepped into the Oval Room, dressed like the 
boy in the Phillip Morris ad, in a . tin soldier's uniform 
with nubbily-hard brass buttons ribbing my chest, a round 
pillbox secured to my head by a taut leather strap, I 
entered the magic world of wealth and grace. I forgot 
about my parents, sitting together on the porch to oatoh 
a hot night breeze, uneasy in the thought of my sudden 
entrance into the world. I lo.st myself and merged into the 
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atmosphere of the room. I became au courant, conversant 
with wealth and hauteur. And still, I wanted wistfully 
to share it all - the modulated elegance, the satin-flowered 
damask tablecloths, the obsequious servants - wanted wistfully 
to sit at dinner with my Mother and Fa.ther discussing the 
roast pheasant or the squab, whispering discreetly to the 
waiter (just loud enough for them to hear) on tbe foreign 
spices in the soup du jour. 
My station, of course, held me apart. Militantly, till 
the spotlight - flared, I waited against the door. With a 
nod from the Master-of-Ceremonies I admitted the chanteuse, 
the dancer, or the juggler, whatever the act would be, and 
then escorted the performer to the stage. Beguiled, I would 
stand through the entire show, waiting for the entertainer 
to conclude and pass through my exit door. 
It was here that I first saw Lona Leslie. 
Green-eyed and beautiful, she passed through my door, 
making her way to the platform shortly after Professor 
Ramberto, a comic zylophonist began play!ng for the audience. 
She was the most striking woman I have ever seen, a tall 
porcelain-white show girl with long, coarse, black hair 
roped down her back. While the dwarfed, malevolent comedian 
J 
tingled merrily at the zylophone, sending out a splutter of 
bell-like notes which seemed to tinkle against one another 
in the air, Lona began to strut behind him, exploiting the 
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full attraction of her beauty. She was dressed in multi-
paeteled stripe of silk, many-sleeved pieces attached, as 
I later found out, by simple eye hooks. 
As the Professor played, supposedly unaware of her 
presence, she began to strip. Sharp applause from the men 
in the audience followed the stripping. Professing the 
ignorance of the clown, Ramberto would bow graciously, 
accepting the applause as appreciation for his own 
virtuosity. Then he would rip into an increasingly more 
intricate number, playing it with furious alacrity and 
concentration. 
Ticking off the quick rhythm between her teeth, Lona 
finally stood, white and proud and Quite naked, a tassled 
G-etring her only protection. The Professor, half through 
his selection, disturbed by a fresh burst of applause·, 
looked up and turned to find Lona posturing behind him. 
In mock rage and awareness, he snatched a seltzer squirter 
from his baggy trousers and fired upon her until she ran 
shrieking off stage. 
I had been told to wait with a towel behind the door. 
During the act I had moved inside, a towel over my arm, but 
I had seen it all. 
I had never seen a naked woman before. When Lona. ran in, 
the water trickling between her confetti-tipped breasts, I 
.. 
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was speechless in her sudden closeness. Mortified as though 
I were a partner in a lewd secret, I stood staring, silent 
and useless. Laughing into my bewilderment, Lona slipped 
the towel from my arm and began drying herself down. · She 
was porcelain white from her forehead to her toes. She 
shook miniscule sparkling drop s of water from her hair and 
handed me the towel. Slipping·. into a ail ver fox jacket 
that barely reached the fringed edge of the G-string, she 
walked out on her stilt-like legs, across the lobby and 
into the elevator. I followed her dumbly with my glance 
until the elevator door folded and she was oarried up to 
the fifth floor. 
I didn't page anyone at all that evening. After she 
left I was shaken and lonely. To escape the rush and 
confusimn of the hotel I hid myself in the service elevator 
and locked it between the ninth and tenth floors. 
I sat on the paddle seat feeling giddy and changed, 
alchemized by a mysterious elan beyond my reach. I saw 
Lona before me, soft and white and naked. I seemed to be 
opening in a million sponge-like particles, a fleet of 
butterflies shuttling out of their crust-dried cocoons, 
emerging into light. 
I knew then that I loved her. 
Lona probably never knew the effect she had on me that 
• 
first night; I was drawn to her in mystical adulation. 
I told no one about her. I had heard the middle-aged 
bellhops pass cynical, obscene remarks on all the actresses 
and show people who stayed at the hotel. I kept Lona. to 
myself, and night after night, with calculated persistence, 
I drew myself closer and closer, becoming her messenger, 
her note runner, buying the latest movie magazines for her 
from the Dartmouth Street drug store, offering her service 
at the drop of a hair pin. 
At first it might have seemed as though I were merely 
being polite and helpful in accordance with the suggestions 
of the management; but gradually Lona came to realize that 
I had a special interest, a motiveless adulation. I fell 
in love with her, but I don't think she ever recognized it 
for what it truly was and, of course, I lacked the courage 
to tell her. I wrote and memorized long metaphorical 
sentences to repeat in her presence, but the moment I was 
with her, ·in the green opaque loveliness of her eyes, I 
forgot them all. I forgot everything but my desire to be 
with her, to share in things no one in all her life had 
ever shared in before. 
In time, embittered by the oharc u of her life and finding 
in me a freshness, a simple interest, she to~d me about 
herself, the long heartbreaking assault in Hollywood, the 
small successes and the oppressive failures. 
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Guido Ramberto had taken her from a chorus line in one 
of the clubs along Sunset Boulevard. Ramberto said that he 
had made several million dollars on the Ooast as a fruit-
grower. Bored with making money, yoked to an unsympathetic 
wife, he wanted to return to show business with a night 
club act. He touched up his old vaudeville routine with 
sex and a bit of nervous excitement and hired Lona as the 
stripper. With his pocked, shrivelled face masked by 
cosmetics, his musical talent re-tuned, and a lively stepper 
in the act, he had been a success from the Brown Derby to 
the Ootillion Room. 
Lona professed to dislike Ramberto; they were hardly 
ever together after the nightly shm~Vs. 
Affairs of the heart, especially the first affair of an 
untried heart, is symptomatic. For those older, wiser, 
more learned in the ways of love, it is not difficult to 
discover the lover and the object beloved. In my naivete 
and innocence I gave myself away. My parents were worried 
about me, but in the beginning they kept their concern to 
themselves. It was the coldly perceptive bellhops who 
found me out. Facilely, they made instanteous judgments 
of the people they dealt with, pre-judging the size of a 
tip by the grain of leather in a suitcase, or evaluating 
a woman's character by the shade and wetness of her lipstick. 
It became common lobby talk that I had a passkey to Lona's 
room. 
" 
Late one evening, after delivering a telegram on the 
fifth floor, I met one of the bellhops, a sixty-year old 
grey-faced lecher who had been working hotels for forty 
years. He had purple veins on his speckled hands; the 
palms were cracked and blistered from carrying laggage. 
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We entered the service elevator together and as we started 
down he said, 11 That painted-up actress sure is got a hot 
tail for you, sonny boy." 
"Will you take me all the way down. I want to change 
my uniform, 11 I said as though I hadn't heard him. 
"What d'ya do up in her room ? She make up t•ya ?" 
He ran his tongue over his thin parched lips. 
"I wish I had the chance. Most the fellas think she's 
goin the rounds and everybody's goin'ta get their licks in. 
What d 1 ya know about it ? 11 
The elevator dropped to a stop. 
"Let me out ? 11 
11 What• s the babe like, kid ? 11 
"Let me out!" 
I tried to slide the door ajar. 
"Tell me what she does t'ya ?" he said lewdly, his voice 
a rasping whisper. 
"Get your filthy hands off me! 11 
I folded the latticed door open. 
. ·.:. 
• 
"Why you little bastardt I'll find out soon enough 
myself! 11 
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I slipped out and walked away, the heavy panting sound 
of his breath exploding in my ears. I was ashamed of my 
inertness, my lack of courage; deep inside I was humiliated 
because I loved her and there was nothing I could do. 
One rainy summer day I spent the afternoon with Lona in 
her room. We played cards and guessing games, listened to 
the radio, and talked endless hours away. About seven 
Lona began to dress for the first show at eight-thirty. 
She sat on the bed, crouching over her diamond-pointed 
toe nails, streaking them with a gold brush. 
11 The reason I haven't made it, made it in the big sense, 
you know, kiddo, is because I look so much like Hedy Lamarr," 
she said matter-of-factly. 11 I'd like you to know that my 
· life has been ruined by Hedy Lamarr." 
She appraised her newly gilded toe. 
"Whenever I applied for a part in a movie no one was 
interested because I looked eo much like her." 
"Couldn't you be a stand-in ? 11 I asked. 
"That's just it! I have been. Who wants to be someone 
else's double ? I certainly don't!" 
"But you've been in a lot of movies 
"Thirty three exactly." 
11 That makes you a movie star. 11 
II 





"Not quite, kiddo. The movies I was in were never 
anything much. No Academy Awards or anything like that. 
I was usually cast as a pretty face in a bronzed-lip line 
of Indian squaws, or a sad girl standing dejectedly in the 
rain. All I've ever wanted is a good, solid part. All 
I've ever gotten is a hundred and fifty limp promises." 
"I wonder if I've ever seen you. I go to the movies 
a lot, you know." 
"I hope, honey lamb, you don't want to be a movie star." 
She gilded the toes on her other foot. 
11 No. At least, I don 1 t think I do." 
11 Don 1 t ~1 Don't ever~ to be a movie star! Do me 
a favor as though I were your big sister, pal, and don't 
ever!" she said emphatically. 
"I don't see why they didn't use you in pictures. You're 
beautiful • II • • 
"In Hollywood, U.S.A., kiddo, either you're willing to 
sleep with someone or it's no go, 11 she said getting up and 
carrying the nail po~ish to the dresser. 
"Oh, I see," I said in a bluff wa.y though, immediately, 
I had no idea what sleeping with people had to do with 
being a movie star. 





"You see, pretty people come cheap · in Hollywood; blondes, 
brunettes, rainbow-haired, all shades, all sizes, all sexes. 
They're all after one thing. · They want to get ahead, to be 
glamorous movie stars and appear on the covers of movie 
magazines. They all want to become idols of ••• well, 
idols of people like you, I guess. 11 
She spoke quietly, insistently. 
11 Don 1 t you want to be a movie star ? " I asked. 
11 Me ? Don 1t I want to ? Want to ? 11 She spoke as though 
she were asking herself the question. She sat silent and 
looked into her lap. The comb, like a barricade, was standing 
at the back of her head. "I wish it were as easy as that, or 
as simple. I've wanted it all my life, to be a movie star. 
I've thought, lived, and dreamed about nothing else. I ran 
a1Vay from home when I was very young just to get to Hollywood." 
She began to comb her hair with long methodical strokes. 
"Some ways it's the easiest thing in the world only you 1 re 
liable to wake up one morning in some producer 1 s 'bed and 
find you're not a movie star at all but a whore, a cheap 
little travelling bedmate who's schemed herself out of the 
money." 
"Do they all want to ••• to sleep with you ? 11 
"Or worse," she said bitterly. "Honey, you know, that's 
why I like you. You're nice and olean, a sweet simple kid. 
stay like that, stay just like that! Be careful some would-be 
• 
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movie st ar doesn 't come along, take you for eighteen, and 
cart you off to bed!" 
"won • t anyone put you in a movie because you can act 
a part ?" 
"Aot ? . Darling child, Hollywood has no interest in 
acting. If you have money, or some fish with a wad of 
dough backing you, well, then, you have a pretty fair 
chance of ~tting ahead. But • • • but you have to do 
things to get the money. You have to ~t ~sed to •.•• 
to little familiarities ••• familiarities of one 
degenerate kind or another. You know what I mean ? " 
I sat silent. "How long you been working in this hotel ?" 
"Since the summer." 
"It takes place in this hotel, kiddo, probably in the 
very next room and the one next to that and all the way 
down the corridor. Every night, in every country that 
ever was, people giving in to little familiarities of one 
kind or another. And there's always reasons; in Hollywood, 
it's to shimmer and glow on the silver screen; in Boston, 
it's to get into the Social Register, to snatch an illicit 
blue blood for a husband; in Paris, in London, the world 
over, familiarities and reasons. But the men with the 
keys, kiddo, have nearsighted memories. Perhaps, just 
perhaps, you ~ get your face flashed on the screen and 
you create a little temporary magic. What happens then ? 
. · ! · 
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I'll tell you. I'll tell you what happens. The lights 
go out. The little flame of decency which you've kept 
within you flutters out. You've had it! The promise has 
been kept. You existed for a minute, a tiny minute in 
time, on the screen. The camera caught you with hundreds 
of others in a Roman market place, or maybe it was a dance 
hall scene, something with a mob, and you've been in it. 
Do you see? Your career is over then. There's nothing 
more until you pull the sheets down again, only this time 
it' s ! or someone with a little more influence, a little 
more money. Me ? I 1m sick to death of guys with promises!" 
Her voice was choked. She sounded as though she would 
like to cry and yet something in her knew the futility of 
weeping. 
I went over and sat on the edge of the bed. 
"Is that why you're with Ra.mberto ? " 
Startled, she looked up at me. 
"I suppose so, 11 she said, 11 yes, I suppose so. But I 
hate him, I hate that bastardly old creep!" 
"Do you have a boy friend ? 11 
IIHe has a couple of million dollars, that old creep," 
she said almost to herself. 11 What? What did you say 7 · 
A boy friend ? Yes, I have a boy friend, but not in the 
usual sense. There's a guy I like rather much, mtt he's 
in the theatre and we don't get much of a chance to be 
i:: 
with each other. He respects: me. Someday, maybe, the 
two of us will work it out. 11 
''I like you very much, 11 I brought out lamely, my face 
reddening with each word. 
"That's the sweetest thing I've ever heard," she said 
putting her arms around my waist and drawing me to her. 
"Kiddo, I like you a lot. You 1 re going to be a big 
hotelman someday, aren't you ? 11 
II Oh, I don • t know. I want to be a ·writer. 11 
"A writer ? What kind of a writer ? 11 
"Oh, I don 1 t know. Probably for the movies, 11 I said 
confidently, 11 or maybe short stories." 
"Maybe someday you'll write a movie for me." 
"I could write something about you, I guess, if I had 
a. picture ~f you." 
11 Why sure, kiddo. I was going to give you one before 
we left anyway. 11 
She leaned over and reached under the bed. 
"Here. Flip through, 11 she said, passing me a leather 
portfolio. 11 You can have any one you like." 
I opened the portfolio across my knees. There were at 
least fifty different photographs: Lona in a bathing suit, 
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a. beauty contest banner pulled across her bust; Lona lying 
nude on a gigantic rook; Lona. costumed as an Egyptian princess, 
a. ballerina, an Indian maiden, a. girl in a trench coat, a 
• 
flapper, an aviatrix. 
"Those are stills from some of my movies. There's a 
few smaller ones in the side pocket," she said f anning out 
a number of them. 
11 I like this one, " I · said, indicating a t wo by four 
snap . 
"You do ? 11 
I very much wanted the photograph of Lon~ lying nude on 
the rock, but I lacked the courage to tell her so. 
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I began to insert the snap in my wallet, in the cellophane 
window next to a photo of my Mother holding Eustacia Vye, our 
Siamese. Lona saw the photo of Mother and the cat. 
"Your Mother ? 
"Yes," I said, handing her the wallet. 
"She looks awfully nice." 
"That's our oat in her arms." 
"I used to have a oat once. Not like this, not as nice. 
Just a straggily old thing who wandered into a boarding 
house I was in. I loved that old cat. I really did. I 
loved her, but the tomcats wore her out. I found her dead 
and bleeding one night on the front porch. 11 
"We had a oat die from eating grass poisoning." 
She turned the window in the wallet. 
"Daddy with the bald head 7 He's awfully cute." 
She looked up, smiled, and handed the wallet back. 
"Look, pal, you better scoot out of here," she said 
eying her watch. 11 I've got to finish my hair for the 
show and you better get down to your door or the show 
won 1 t go on. 11 
"I guess so," I said reluctantly. I hesitated at the 
door, my hand cupping the knob. 11 Lona, would you 
• • • 
I wonder if we ••• that is, you and I, if we could ••• 
oh, skip it, 11 I . said and turned to go. 
11 Skip what, kiddo ? 11 She came up to me and laced her 
cool white fingers around my neck. 
11 Lona, c'ould we have a date ? 11 I said in a rush, 
twisting the doorknob nervously at my back. 
"A date ? 11 She smiled and pressed my cheeks wit h the 
palms of her hands. "Sure thingt I'd love itt When do 
you say ? 11 
"Tonight ?" 
"Tonight's fine with me. ·, After the show ? 11 
"Yes. I I d. like to take you for a walk, just a little 
walk," I said trying to give it more plausibility. "I 
thought maybe we could see the swan boats in the Public 
Garden. They're really beautiful at night. We won't be 
able to ride them because they'll be moored, but they're 
nice to see. You haven't ever seen them, have you ? 11 
"The swan boats ? I'd love tot" 
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"Some afternoon we'll go for a ride in them," I promised. 
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"I'll meet you here after t he show . u 
She bent her face close to mine. I saw first, and then 
tasted, the pink liquid ;roof of her mouth.as she kissed me; 
the warm watery pressure of her mouth drew my tongue into 
her. I pulled back for a breath. She released me suddenly 
and turned away. I opened the door and stepped into the 
corridor. 
The momentary trembling gave way to a Burge of wildness 
and joy. I adjusted the chin strap to the pillbox and 
walked down the corridor. For the fun of it I rode up and 
down in the service elevator, happy and whistling to myself. 
One day I could say, "I went for a walk one lovely summer 
evening with Miss Leslie, the movie star. We saw the swan 
boats which she'd never seen. Miss Leslie and I have been 
friends for . years. We stopped for coffee at Howard Johnson's." 
But love's simplicity was betrayed. 
Had I been wiser then I might have known. 
I never saw Lena Leslie that summer evening. We never saw 
the swan boats or never rode them together. My promises 
were as empty as those that had filled her life. I s aw 
her only once again and that last time she didn 't speak 
and t here was no recognition that she ever knew me. 
That night, unknown to me, my Mother and Father had come 
in town. They had a late dinner at an i nexnensive restaurant 
and, all according to plan, dropped in to see me and catch 
the last show in the Oval Room. I guess they figured it 
was worth the price of a couple of Gibsons to settle their 
minds, firmly and finally, on my nightly activities. 
When I opened the door to admit the entre act I spotted 
them immediately, facing eaoh other stiffly, two tall 
cocktails standing like icons before them. They were 
awkward and ill-at-eaae in the omnipresent elegance like 
two impoverished New Englanders inspecting a Victorian 
mansion, overcome by the wealth and visibly staggered by 
the splendor. With anxious fingers Mother kept twisting 
imaginary wisps of hair, curling them under the elastic 
band of her dull little hat. 
As soon as they sa.w me they seemed to relax. Mother 
whispered "Hello" across the room and my Father began to 
sip his cocktail gingerly. I wanted, at that moment, to 
sit down and die by a guttering candle flame. 
125. 
It seemed nc time at all before I admitted Professor 
Ramberto. Moments later, Lona passed by, the silk strips 
of her dress brushing my face with the trail of her gardeni~ 
cologne. 
She stepped around the stage in a sort of Lambert Walk 
with sex, discarding, little by little, the innumerable bits 
of silk, flinging them with utter abandon into the audience. 
Mother sat in a state of sac·rilegious shock, her ·raisin-dot 
eyes blinking behind her rimless glasses. Whatever masculine 
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interest my Father may have had was sterilized by the mere 
fact of my adolescent presence in the room. In complement 
to Mother, he sat grim and angered. The spotlight beamed 
just off the globular dome of his head. 
Lona, knee akimbo, one round, bud-tipped breast blooming 
in the sun of light, gently tore off the last piece of silk, 
and dangled it as a prize before the audience. She threw it 
up with both hands. It fluttered out like a wide-winged 
satin bird and rested on the blue haze of smoke. 
Excited applause arose from the audience. 
My Mother and Father stood up, pushed the table away, 
and shouldered themselves against the waiters, through 
the closely crowded tables, the rigid Maitre d'Hotel who 
feverishly wanted to know what was wrong, and out through 
the door. Like an instinctive child I followed them out~ 
the merriment and hilarity tolling in my ears like a death 
knell. 
I don't know who held the towel for Lona that evening. 
I don't know how long she waited for me after the show. 
I spent a black night like something out of the grimmest 
hours of the Spanish Inquisition. Mother's rage, harbored 
so long against all the indecencies of Life, came forth like 
tongues of fire. Only once before had she threatened me with 
such wrathful oaths - the night she found me crowing with 
laughter over Bocoacoio's Decameron. Now she blamed me for 
standing idly by while "sex and sin strutted like an 
indecent peacock. 11 My Father's anger was solemn if not 
wholly genuine and without saying so he gave implicit 
approval to most of Mother's comments. 
In the morning my Father drove me to the Copley Plaza 
to return the page boy uniform I had worn home the night 
before. Against all propriety and in positive rebellion 
to their denunciations of the woman I most dearly loved, 
I stole up to say farewell to Lona. 
I tried the knob and the door opened. 
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The green shade was pulled tight to the sill. The room 
was close and breathless with the heavy cosmetic odor of 
powders and perfumes, an odor of death. I closed the door 
and stood by the edge of her bed whispering her name softly. 
11 Lona • II • • 
She was turned to the wall, one arm across the sheet, 
her black hair swirled on the pillow. 
11 Lona ••• 11 
She stirred and rose up on one elbow. When she moved, 
drawing the sheet up with her, I saw, in the semi-darkness 
of the bed, the scarred and flaccid face of Professor 
Ramberto at her side. His hideous sunken chest, twined in 
wires of grey hair, was uncovered. He gave a rattled sigh 
like a man in the final agony and crouched himself to the 
wall. 
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Lona sat there, holding her head as though it ached. 
Her breasts, hanging limply in against her body, seemed 
no longer beautiful. She lay back on the pillow, a movement 
of such weariness and despair that I almost wanted to touch 
her, to bring her to life; but she had only been disturbed 
by a little noise, an echo from a lost drean, and she closed 
her eyes. 
I backed silently out of the room. 
Walking along the still morning corridor of the hotel, I 
wondered what was going on behind the closed doors in the 
next room and the next and all the way down the corridor. 
